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Switch 


Author's Notes: 
Okay guys, this is a sequel and this chapter is basically an update on everything more so than anything else. 
I'm still playing with this so be patient. Hope you enjoy though 


One year € a half later... 


A shiver but only a slight shiver. It was cold out but only slightly cold. It wasn't necessarily a bad thing; it kept 
the riots off the streets when this weather happened. The riots weren't as bad as they once were but they 
still happened. Joe had learned to detest them just as much as Sav after what happened with Steve. A lot has 
happened since that time though and a lot has changed. 


Joe sat, swirling the liquor in his glass, enjoying the moment without any work to do. His gaze focused on the 
lights set on stage but his mind was on something entirely different. Sav was off writing articles, Rick Allen 
had gone home after the band's performance that night, and Steve had transferred to Birmingham for his job 


and for physical therapy a little over a year ago. It was just Phil, Vivian, and he in the club right now and Joe 


found no problem with that. His eyes were fixated on the light, as if it were some fabulous existence. 

"Joe..." Phil called. 

Joe's gaze turned from the light and focused on Phil. His pupils dilated due the change of hues from the light 
fixture. His intense expression seemed to lighten after a minute and Phil felt a sense of relief. Those intense 
stares Joe had were intimidating to say the least. 

"Have you heard a word | said?" Phil asked. 

"No," Joe said, bluntly. "What were you saying?" 

"Nothing, just that it was a good performance we did," Phil chuckled. 

"Quite right mate,” Joe nodded. "I want to target bigger audiences though; | think we're ready." 

"What does Peter say? And what about Viv's treatments?" Phil asked. 

"He thinks it's a good idea," Joe nodded. "But like you, he's still concerned about Viv's treatments." 

Viv chuckled. "We can schedule the performances between my treatments. l'm understanding of his concerns, 
really, | am. That being said, l'm used to the treatment and symptoms by now. This isn't a fast curing disease, 
some people fight it for years or the rest of their lives, which is probably my fate, but | can do this." 

| know but you know how he is," Joe chuckled. 

Viv snickered. "That | do." 

"Ey mate, have you spoken to Steve lately?" Phil asked. 

"Nol | got a letter from him last week but otherwise," Joe replied. 

"Are you guys still together?" Phil asked. 

"Sure," Joe replied. 


"Sure?" Phil asked, furrowing his brows. 


"Well | don't know how he's been doing since he's talked to his bloody bastard of a father again but yeah, we 


are," Joe explained 


Viv sighed. "He just won't let his father go, will he?" 


"Nol" Joe groaned. "Its what he's familiar with and he keeps the bastard around for that reason" 

They all went silent for a minute before changing the subject. Once Joe set his glass down, he heard the door 
snap shut. He heard Phil gasp and turned to see Steve standing there. Joe pushed himself away from the bar 
as Steve dropped his bags. They latched onto each other and Phil could tell Joe was studying his features. 
Apparently Steve could tell too because he looked away from his boyfriend. 

"You didn't tell me you were coming," Joe said. 

It was a surprise," Steve replied, releasing hold of Joe and turning to hug Phil and Vivian 

"When do you have to go back?" Joe asked. 

‘lm not going back Joe," Steve answered. "But | do need a job desperately." 


"You quit your job?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 


"I told them | was getting dischuffed and | wanted to come back here. They told me | was in luck because they 


were laying off.so | got released," Steve said 

"What about your physical therapy?" Viv asked 

"Im done with it but my therapist referred me to someone here if that ever changes,” Steve answered 
Phil nodded. "We'll help you find something but in the meantime, you can work here mate. 


Steve looked between Phil and Joe, and nodded with a light smile. 


Steve lay in bed, panting softly, gazing at the ceiling in their flat. Everything seemed so foreign to him but that 


was normal, right? 

He was gone for a little over a year and Joe had changed things around a bit so of course it was foreign 
"It feels new..all over again," Steve replied, quietly. 

Joe zipped up his jeans. "It does..and I'm faced with the same challenges; your insecurities are returning." 


Steve shot Joe a look. "Shut up mate!" 


"You know I'm right," Joe hummed, as Steve shrugged. "Your dad..." 

"Joe, don't even-" 

"Don't see him again Steve," Joe interrupted. 

Steve sighed and nodded. "Sure." 

Joe wasn't entirely wrong; he did see his father again and the man did apologize for ever leaving marks on him. 


After the first visit though, his father was back to his old antics of criticizing him and putting him down. In 


other words, Steve would follow Joe's request. 


To Be Alive 


Author's Notes: 
Finally an update for this ore.. 


The next morning, Steve sat in the coffee shop he was most familiar with. He gazed into the cup of brew and 
glanced upward every time he heard the door open The door opened and like before, Steve glanced upward to 
see Sav walk in the door. Steve smiled and stood up as Sav walked straight for him. They hugged each other 
and took a seat at the table Steve had saved for them. 

‘lm glad to see you mate, how have you been?" Sav said, softly. 

Steve nodded, softly. "Done in as of late but | did tell you | quit my job right?" 

Sav nodded. "Aye." 

"Ah," Steve nodded. "It's been a year and | wanted to come back. l'm on the search for work now though." 
"You seemed to like the railroads," Sav commented. 

Steve shrugged. "It was okay but | liked that it was steady and not nearly as many problems as the shipyards." 
"Yeah, | remember the rubbish with the shipyards," Sav mused. "Your passion is music though, isn’t it?" 
"Always," Steve smiled, lightly. "But | can't work based on a dream anymore. Joe got lucky, you got lucky, and 
you all have talent but | can't rely on what talent | have. | need to work at something that will pay me bills. | 
hate to put it that way but it's true." 

"No, you're right mate," Sav nodded. "But if you decide you want to go into music, go to the studio on 94th 
street. It's the red and white building, you can't miss it. Tell them Rick Savage sent you and you're looking for 


a job. In the meantime, I'll help you find a job." 


Steve smiled slightly and nodded. He really did miss these weekly coffee get-togethers with Sav. Sav was 
determined to help Steve but he rarely got demanding or forceful. 


Steve went to several job interviews throughout the week Today was no different. After a morning full of 


interviews, Steve sighed once he got back in his car and rubbed his face. All week, he had been thinking about 
that studio and attempting there but it was just a dream. Even so, he started his car and drove to the studio 
Sav mentioned. 


"What the ‘ell am | doin?" Steve muttered to himself. 


Steve got out of the car after parking and entered the building. He was barely able to stop his hands from 
shaking. His nerves were getting to him and he hadn't even talked to anyone yet. 


"Can | help you?" A female voice asked. 

Steve turned to see one of the workers standing there in a nice skirt-suit. 

"l'm ‘ere about a job," Steve answered. 

"We're not exactly hiring sir, I'm sorry you came here for nothing," she replied. 
"Oh!" Steve responded, quietly. "Rick Savage sent me." 


Her eyebrows lifted as a man walked up behind her. Steve did his best to keep calm but the man could 


probably see his nervousness showing through. 
"My name is Mike Smith," the man said. "Did you say you were associated with Rick Savage?" 
"Yes sir," Steve replied. 


He smiled. "I think we might be able to find you a job after all. Rick Savage has brought a lot of good press to 


this company, | don't see why we can't trust his judgment.” 


Steve smiled in return and nodded. 


Ded Flatbird had just finished a performance and showered. The reviews were good and the people seemed to 
enjoy what they were seeing. Steve was noticeably absent from the concert though and the guys could see 
Joe was getting antsy about his whereabouts. 

‘I'm sure he's fine mate," Phil said. 


"Aye, | know, but he shouldn't still be on job interviews," Joe replied. 


As if it were fate, Steve walked in that moment and immediately kissed Joe. It was always suspected they had 


a sixth sense that became stronger over time, when it came to each other. 
"| got the job," Steve said. 
"That's great but what job?" Joe asked. 


Steve smiled then. "Sav gave me the location of a studio should | ever decide to be in the music business. | 


went and named Sav as a reference, and got the job as studio technician and there's chance for promotion" 
"lm glad to help lad," Sav smiled. 


Joe smirked in response. He finally got what he wanted. Often times, Steve gave up on what he wanted due to 
anxieties and fears but he followed through this time. Joe couldn't help but be smug about it. 


"Lets grab some grub," Joe said. 


It didn't take long for Sav to depart after eating out with them. Phil eventually joined him, which left Viv with 


Joe and Steve. Joe got up to use the loo and Viv glanced up at Steve with a smile. 
"Im glad you're back Steve," Viv said, softly 

Steve smiled slightly. "I couldn't take being away any longer.but | am sorry.” 
ae 


"For leaving in the first place, | just thought it was a good option. It provided me with the therapy | needed and 
my job transferring was just a borus," Steve said, softly. 


"Ey, | would have done the same," Viv replied. 


Steve nodded as Joe returned to the table and joined in the conversation. After about another hour, Viv 


hugged both of them and took his leave eventually. 
"You stayed," Steve said. "Even after a year... 


"You know me," Joe replied, quietly. "Just look into my eyes and tell me you know me and you knew | would. 


Steve, look at me...” 


Steve looked up slowly. "I knew you wouldn't leave me..it's just old fears and-well me dad-" 


Joe rolled his eyes. "The bastard is trying to turn you against everyone." 


"I know," Steve replied, quietly. "I'm not going backwards Joe, | thought since he felt remorse, he would change 


but | was wrong. Regardless, he's a part of the past and that's a segment of my life I'd like to leave behind.” 
"That makes two of us," Joe nodded. "You were doing so good Stevie, I'm confident you can again" 
Steve nodded slowly and sipped his coffee. "Ill try Joe, but it shouldn't be a big deal." 


Joe accepted that answer with a nod. 


Undefeated 


Author's Notes: 
Decided to put this chapter up too. Forgive any mistakes you may find. 


Vivian gazed at the ceiling, wincing each time he moved. The chest pains were common but this was by far the 
worst pain he had felt since this whole cancer battle started. He gasped as he felt a small hand play with his 
shirt. 


"Kayah," Viv whispered, as she giggled, completely oblivious to what was happening with her father. 


Viv tried to ignore it but it was impossible. He took a deep breath and that made him hurt worse. He finally 
reached for the phone and called Joe. 


"Mm ‘ello?" Joe answered. 


"Ey mate," Viv gasped repeatedly. "I'm going to call an ambulance, I'm in a lot of pain. My sister is out of town 
and | don't want my daughter in the hands of someone else. Could you and Steve." 


"Say no more mate, we'll be there in a few minutes and don't bother calling an ambulance, I'll take you," Joe 


said, softly. 
"Thanks mate," Viv nodded. 


Viv let the phone fall out of his hand and remained where he was. He heard a knock at the door not long after 
but he was in so much pain. He literally had to force himself off the bed and immediately he knelt down, 
wincing. He slowly made his way to the door and unlocked it before falling to his knees again. Luckily Joe heard 
the unlocking of the door and opened it immediately. 


"Vivian." Joe frowned, before kneeling down to assist Vivian. 

Steve frowned as he entered after Joe but the cry from the bedroom caught his attention and he went to 
grab Makaylah. He exited the bedroom to see Joe helping Vivian to the car. Viv kept looking for his daughter 
but his nerves seemed to calm down a bit when he saw Steve carrying her out with a diaper bag. Joe got him 


in the front seat and Steve got in the back seat with Makaylah. 


"Kaylah.." Viv gasped. 


| have her Viv, she's okay," Steve said, softly. 


They didn't waste time in driving to the hospital and rushing Vivian in the emergency room. 


It had been approximately an hour before Steve finally called Sav and informed him of the situation. Not long 
after, Sav and Phil came through the hall and found Steve in the waiting room. Steve glanced up from stroking 
Makaylah's hair and smiled lightly as he stood up. 

"Joe's in the back room with Viv," Steve said. 

"Ah, | see," Phil mused. "Any news?" 


"Not yet," Steve sighed. 


Phil nodded as Sav moved next to Viv's daughter and kept an eye on her. At some point, Joe walked out and 


sighed, which made Steve frown. 


"They knocked him out with medicine," he said softly. "It's just one of the symptoms of the cancer but they're 


keeping him overnight for observation just in case and they'll likely prescribe him to pain killers." 

"So until then, we should watch his daughter," Steve said, as Joe nodded. 

It was around 36 hours when Viv was finally well enough to be released. Steve stayed the whole time in the 
waiting room with his daughter and Joe stayed with him. When Viv finally came out, he hugged both of them 
and then took his daughter into his arms. 

"God | missed you," Viv soothed. "Thank you both, | really do appreciate it 

"It was no problem," Steve smiled. 

They took Viv home and eventually Steve went to the car as Joe glanced at the car. 

"He seemed to enjoy babysitting," Viv commented. 

"He did," Joe replied. "More than | would like.” 


Viv raised his brows in surprise. "Do you think he wants.." 


"| don't know," Joe commented. "But I'm sure I'll find out. In the meantime, l'Il call you later mate." 


Viv nodded and watched the two of them leave. 


That same night, Vivian's sister came back to town and took his daughter for awhile after she learned of his 
hospital visit. He joined the guys at Phil's club for a drink and for once, they enjoyed a drink while it was open 


"How're you feeling mate?" Steve asked Viv. 

"A lot better since getting out and hopefully it stays that way," Viv answered 
"Does that kind of thing happen often?" Joe asked 

"Chest pains? Yes but it's usually not that unbearable," Viv asked. 


Joe nodded in thought. The guys were so involved in their conversation, they didn't notice Pete walk in. Steve 
got up to go to the loo as Sav tapped Phil's shoulder. 


"Eh Pete's here," Sav said, softly. 

"What?" Joe asked before Phil has the chance to reply. "Where is he?" 

"He just walked into the loo," Sav said. 

"So did Steve," Phil furrowed his brows. 

Joe didn't waste any time in getting up. 

Meanwhile, after Steve finished his business, he was washing his hands when he felt someone touch his 
shoulder. He turned immediately, only to be greeted by a punch, which caused him to stumble backward 
against the sink. 

"What do you have against me?" Steve asked, pulling his hand over his face. "You've always had it out for me." 
‘| want this more than the whole lot of you and yet | got kicked out. Me. | got kicked out of this bloody band. 
Then there's you; every since you started practicing and playing more often, everyone focused on you. All just 
because you're good looking," Pete slurred. "| wanted this the most and | got nothing." 


"No, Joe wanted this most," Steve replied. "Did it ever occur to you that talent had something to do with it?" 


"Are you saying | don't have talent?" Pete glared. 


"No but I'm saying people may have bothered to look at me because of talent and you got kicked out because 
you were irresponsible. The only one who really gave me attention was Joe and that was because he was 


trying to comfort my stage fright. You've lost your mind lad," Steve replied. 

Pete swung again but Steve held his hand over his face to avoid anymore face hits. When the hits stopped, 
Steve looked up and was surprised when Pete stumbled and fell against him. He was half expecting Pete to hit 
him again but instead, Pete pinned his hands to the sink after staring at him a minute. Steve immediately 
struggled and his struggled increased when he felt Pete grab him. Steve pulled his hands free as Pete force 
their lips Together and finally swung at the other man as Joe entered the loo. 


"Don't do that, ever. Don't take out your failures on me," Steve snapped. 


Joe looked surprised but he glanced out the door and called for security, and they were quick to respond. Pete, 
on the other hand, looked shocked and the whole display seemed to sober him up a little bit. 


"Steve..l'm sorry," Pete said. 

"Don't put your hands on me again," Steve snapped again. "Just don't" 

Joe was about to go after Pete but he didn't have to because the security came in and assisted him out. Joe 
immediately pulled Steve to him and brought his hand to Steve's chin. He pulled Steve's head up and checked 
the damage and frowned at Steve's swollen lips. 

"Are you okay?" Joe asked. 

"Finel" Steve simply replied. "He was rough..." 

Joe's gaze darkened "With what?" 

"My groin," Steve groaned, holding his hand over his crotch. "He was rough when he grabbed me. just didn't 
want a fight to break out so | didn't hit back but he left me no choice. | feel so foolish for not hitting him 
sooner." 

Joe tore away from his boyfriend and stormed out of the bathroom. He pushed Pete away from the security 
and punched him in the face, knocking him down Phil pushed his way through people and grabbed Joe from 
behind. Vivian joined to help contain Joe. 


"Joe, let them take him," Phil said. 


"You're rubbish Pete! You keep your damn hands off him, you bloody wanker," Joe snapped. "Don't touch him 


again" 


Sav frowned at the words and rushed in the bathroom to check on Steve. Viv's jaw tightened but he kept a 


firm grip on Joe. Pete held his hand over his face but he supposed he deserved it. He really didn't like all the 
attention off him and Steve was the first to get it off him; therefore he automatically had bad vibes with 
Steve. With that being said, he was no rapist or molester and yet he attacked Steve because he wasn't in his 
right mind. It went too far though; he went too far. 

"Joe, m sorry," Pete said. "| wasn't myself and | don't deny attacking him but I'm not like this.” 


Joe frowned. "You were tonight, you need to get sober and do something with your life. Whatever that may be, 
don't put your hands on Steve again" 


Pete looked confused but nodded nonetheless to what was said as he was taken out of there. Eventually Steve 
walked out with Sav and frowned as Phil chatted with the security guards. Joe was quick to greet him. 


"m alright Joe, really, | am," Steve said, softly. 
Joe nodded. "He's been banned from the club." 


"| don't think he meant it to go that far," Steve replied 


"| don't give a bloody damn if it was purpose or a drunken stupor, fact is he did it," Joe frowned. "I thought 
you weren't fond of him." 


"lim not and | don't want him near me again but l'm almost certain it was a drunken stupor." 
"Be that as it may be, he's better off staying away from you," Joe said. 


Steve didn't intend to go near him again. He didn't like being told what to do though but Joe was probably right 


in this case. 


Move With Me Slowly 


Author's Notes: 
| didn't write out Steve's day at work but | will write a day in the workforce with Steve soon | did proofread 


my work [I always do] but forgive any mistakes | may have missed. 


Steve woke the next morning, lightly holding his pillow, alone in bed. Joe had left earlier in the morning to finish 
an article. Steve glanced at the clock before climbing out of bed with a sigh. He didn't really want to get out of 
bed but today was his first day of work at the studio and he had to make a good impression. After a shower 

and some coffee, Steve left the flat and arrived at the studio. 


"Ah Steve, you're on time," Mike smiled. "Allow me to show you around” 

"Of course,” Steve nodded with a toothy grin of his own. 

Meanwhile, Joe rushed through the office of his publisher's building to get the papers he had just printed out. 
They requested he work there today and he assumed it was to make sure his work was his. When Sav was 
still earlier on in his career, they had him do the same but now they were watching Joe. All eyes were on him 
in a sense; they were watching how he accomplished his assignments. The boss was watching how he did under 
pressure but his fellow journalists were waiting for him to screw up. Unfortunately for them, he did well 
under pressure. 

"Joe." The boss, Ralph, called. 


"Yeah?" Joe replied, turning to face him. 


"You're doing well," he complimented. "Finish this story and you can resume all future articles in the comfort 


of your own home.” 

"Thank you sir," Joe nodded. 

Ralph nodded and turned away as Joe went back to work for a little bit longer. At some point, he did finally 
finish his article and closed his eyes. He took a moment to rub his eyes and took a long breath. He tidied up 
and stepped outside where Vivian was waiting in the car for him. 


"You weren't waiting long, were you?" Joe asked. 


"No! Not at all mate," Vivian replied. "Only about ten minutes or so." 


"Joe." A woman called out, and rushed out. 

Joe turned as she rushed over to him and handed him his wallet. Viv's eyes glanced up at her and he smiled 
slightly. Viv and his co-worker locked eyes for a minute and Joe wondered if he would be able to get Viv's 
attention again. 

"You left your wallet," she said, glancing at Vivian. "Hi lad, I'm Braelynn" 

"Ey lass, I'm Vivian, it's nice to meet you," Viv smiled. 

"Right back at you," She replied, and then paused. "I should get back to work." 

"Have a good day," She said, softly. 

"You too lass," Viv nodded. 

Joe smirked, knowingly, and got into the car. He opted out of saying anything though. 

Not far away, Sav sat on a chair outside a coffee shop, working on his own article. He had finally ventured into 
other subjects despite music being his specialty and began writing about the riots. The writers enjoy his work 
so much; so they gave him freedom on what his subjects were from there and on. 

"How's the new assignment going?" Phil asked, walking up with two coffees. 

"lts different but | like it," Sav nodded. "It gives me a new challenge." 

"Good!" Phil nodded. 

Meanwhile, a few hours passed and Steve's shift finally ended. So he packed up the equipment and after a 
compliment here and there, he drove home and crashed on the bed. He didn't purposely fall asleep but it did 
happen and when he woke, he heard voices from the lounge. Slowly he made it to his feet and made his way to 
the lounge where he found Joe and Vivian. 

Ey love," Steve said, softly. 

Joe glanced over his shoulder and smiled. "Ey Stevie, how was your first day on the job?" 

"There was a lot to be done but | enjoyed it," Steve replied. 


"l'm glad," Joe grinned. 


Steve nodded and sat next to Joe on the ground. He didn't say much, he just let Viv and Joe continue their 


conversation. Joe watched him go and remained where he was, with Vivian. 


Several days seemed to change to months in what seemed like an instant. All the guys were equally busy and 
not to mention, they were still keeping up with the band. Joe enjoyed the busy schedules though, even despite 
not spending much time with Steve. 

Finally they hit a slow night, Joe brushed his lips against Steve's head and caressed his hair. Steve closed his 
eyes and opened them a minute later. The only thing that caused Steve to wince was the roaring thunder 


coming from outside. A storm had been brewing up all day and finally it had hit. Steve gazed up at him and 
sighed when he heard a knock at the door. 


"Bloody ‘ell," Joe groaned. "I'll be right back!" 
"Right!" Steve sighed. 


Joe climbed out of bed and pulled on his trousers. Steve sighed and slipped on a t-shirt, and underwear. Joe 
walked to the door and opened it to find Vivian standing there, wet. 


"Get in before you get sick, mate," Joe frowned. 

Vivian nodded and entered the house as Joe shut the door with a frown. Steve climbed out of bed and got a 
towel before bringing it to Vivian Viv looked surprised and frankly so did Joe; especially since Steve didn't 
bother pulling trousers on. He did take the towel nonetheless and dried off a little bit. 


I'm wearing a shirt," Steve said, softly, suddenly feeling uncomfortable. "| trust you.” 


"Steve, I'm sorry, | didn't mean to make you insecure," Viv replied, almost as if he were speaking to a child 


"You can dress any way you want to; you know | will never judge you or see you any differently.” 
Steve nodded and motioned for the robe next to Joe. Joe didn't say much, he merely handed him the robe. He 
was told the repair process took time, sometimes several years, and Joe appreciated how his friends helped 


him with Steve's mental repair process. 


"Anyway, I'm sorry for coming so late but | needed to talk to someone and nobody was answering at Phil and 
Sav's place," Viv said 


"Its no problem," Joe replied. "What's wrong?" 


"Braelynn," Viv started. 


"What? My co-worker? What about her?" Joe questioned, as Steve looked back and forth. 
"I been quietly spending time with her," Viv said, softly, before pausing again 
"And?" Joe asked, taking a deep breath. 


"Well." Viv paused. "I've been seeing her seriously and she wants to take it to the next level and get married. | 


really feel something for her but my last relationship ended on bad terms. | think it's best if we do though." 
"She's rid herself of her ex?" Joe asked. 

"What?" Viv responded with a question of his own 

"She was in the middle of a divorce some time ago. She was stalked by him a few months ago," Joe said. 


"| didn't realize it was that soon," Viv replied. "But she did mention an incident. She said it had been some time 


since it was dealt with." 
"Is there a reason you think this is best?" Joe asked, boldly. 
Viv sighed. "She's pregnant!" 


Steve sucked in a breath and looked at Joe, awaiting his next response. Surely, he had another response to 
what he was just told. Joe was silent for a moment though, but finally he released a sigh. 


"| can take on more articles--" 


"Stop there Joe, I'm not going to let you mates do that again," Viv said. "I've found a way to work this out. I've 
agreed to start working full time again. | should be okay with that and she has a job too." 


"Are you sure?" Steve asked. 
"Yes," he nodded. "My remission is going well and if for any reason, | take a turn, l'Il slow down" 


Steve nodded and accepted that answer, and Joe seemed to accept that answer as well. 


Blood Runs Cold 


Author's Notes: 
This one kinda goes through fast so | apologize to those who don't like that too much. There's a mixture of 
good and bad in this one. As some of you know, Joe has had back problems since 88 so | chose this way to 


create his back problems. 


| have a lot planned for this one [including court situations], especially after what's happened in this chapter. 


Steve sat on his knees, vomiting, as Joe stood behind him just in case he needed something. Steve wiped his 
face and flushed the toilet before leaning against the wall for a minute. He glanced to his side at Joe and 
nodded before he stood up. He wasn't going to perform yet so understanding why he was vomiting now was 
beyond him but it would be the first time he performed with the guys again since Viv joined the band. In fact, 
he was only doing it this time because it was for Viv's wedding and it was a favor to Viv. 


"You alright?" Joe asked. 


Steve nodded as he splashed water over his face. He just needed a moment and Joe seemed to know that 


because he said nothing else for a minute. 

"I will be, me nerves just got the best of me," Steve said, finally. 

"You'll be fine Stevie," Joe replied 

"I know, my body just needs reminding sometimes," Steve nodded, and turned toward Joe. 

Joe nodded and led him out of the bathroom, and into the room where Vivian was gazing in the mirror. Vivian 
turned and looked back and forth from Steve to Joe. He looked more concerned than he did happy and this was 
something that bother Joe. 

"Mate, relax," Steve said, softly. 


Steve walked up to him and helped him finish tying his tie and chuckled, as Viv's expression softened, 


"Me mum taught me how to knot a tie," Steve said "Despite the fact that my dad was..harsh, mum was 


always a kind hearten person" 


"That's where you get it from," Joe muttered. 


Viv smiled and nodded in agreement. Steve returned the smile and stepped back as Joe looked down Viv took a 
long breath and nodded again, there seemed to be a lot of nodding going around today. 


"Viv, are you sure you want to do this? Or are you just doing this because you feel you have to?" Joe asked. 
"Joe, | have to do this," Viv said, but sighed. "Scratch that! | didn't mean I'm doing this because | have to; | do 
love her, really | do, but its just so quick. It's all happening so suddenly and | still feel the burn from my 
divorce last year. | can't back out due to the jitters though, so in a sense, | do need to do this.” 

"Why don't you wait a little bit Viv?" Steve suggested. 

"Yeah, why do you have to do it now?" Joe asked. 

‘| don't," Viv replied, simply. "| choose to. Mates, | just got the jitters is all and plus, this is my first wedding.” 
"Your first wedding?" Joe questioned. 

"With Melody, we just went to the courts and did it there, that was that, we didn't have a wedding. It'll be fine 
mates," Viv sighed and then smiled. "I ‘ave you and Phil as me best men, | ‘ave Sav handling the catering and 


Steve planned this whole thing. | couldn't ask for better." 


Joe nodded, although he was still unsure, but he supposed it would all turn out fine. 


The wedding went off without a problem and once Viv made it down the aisle, he seemed to relax a little bit 
more. After the vows and the kiss; everyone was guided to a nearby park, where the reception would take 

place. The guys performed and they did exceptionally well. 

Steve stood at the food table as a few people chattered away and tried to get him to converse with them. 

Steve only smiled even though he felt awkward talking to some of these people. He could see Joe looking his 

way and softly, he sighed. Finally Vivian walked up and smiled at each of the people as he was congratulated. 
"Thank you mates," Viv said. "Can | borrow Steve for a moment?" 

“Sure, sure," One of the guests laughed. 


Viv escorted Steve away from the group and chuckled when he released a sigh of relief. 


"| noticed you were a bit uncomfortable over there so | decided to help you out," Viv said. 


"Thanks mate; it's nothing personal against your guest, they were all kind and respectful. | don't know them 
though," Steve replied. 


"I know love, you don't have to explain," Viv nodded. 


Steve nodded as Joe walked up to him and handed him a drink. Steve sighed in relief and took the drink happily, 
which probably shouldn't have been the case but it was. 


"You alright?" Joe asked. 
"Mhm," Steve nodded. 


"Ey mate, we should get going. Traffic is awful and it's only going to get worse," Joe said, as Steve nodded 


agai n. 


"No problem mate, thanks for showing up and being a part of this," Viv smiled. "We probably won't be out ‘ere 


too much longer." 
‘Of course Viv, anytime. I'll phone you later," Joe said. 


Vivian nodded as Steve finished his drink and followed Joe out to the car. Joe unlocked the door and they both 
got in but they didn't say anything yet. They waited until Joe pulled out of the parking spot before they said 
anything. 


"Do you think this will last?" Steve asked. 


"Gods | hope so," Joe grumbled. "I think itll be fine though. Vivian is a traditional man and he will do everything 
to keep it all together." 


"Yeah," Steve nodded. 


Steve opened his mouth to say something he didn't get a chance to because once the car passed the lights, a 
car crashed into them. Steve jerked forward as his seatbelt snapped and hit his head on the dashboard, before 
losing consciousness. Joe jerked toward the wheel and hit his head as the seatbelt pulled him back, forcing a 
hiss from his lips. He felt his sight blur before he lost consciousness as well. 


Steve could hear sounds all around him but he couldn't make out any of their voices. He gasped as he was 
pushed down the hallway and he heard people calling his name. It took him a minute to realize what was going 


on and tried to move. He fully realized he was in a hospital now and shivered. 


"What?" Steve answered, when another nurse called his name. "Where's Joe?" 
"Steve, can you hear me?" the nurse asked. 


"Yes, now where's Joe?" Steve asked, as his eyes flickered open when they asked about family. "Rick Savage, 
Phil Collen, Rick Allen and Vivian Campbell are as close to family as you'll get” 


Where was Joe? Why weren't they talking about him? 

Steve's eyes began to show worry and he bit his lip as he felt them poke him with a needle. He sighed softly 
as he lost consciousness again and the last thing he heard was the nurse informing the doctor he was losing 
consciousness. 

Meanwhile Joe moaned and unlike his boyfriend, he immediately opened his eyes and gasped. He looked around 
and frowned when he didn't see Steve anywhere around. He remember exactly what happened and he 
remembered he wasn't at fault for it either. The only things that bothered him now was the pain and the fact 
that the car hit Steve's side. 

"My back," Joe complained. 

"Mr. Elliott, there was some damage in the crash-" the nurse started but wasn't able to finish. 

"Where's Steve?" Joe asked, interrupting. 

"He's being examined in another room," the nurse replied. 

Find him," Joe said, immediately. 

"Joe-" 


"Find him, damn it," Joe interrupted again. 


Joe hissed when they moved him onto a stretcher and took him for a CT scan. He went silent for a moment 


and started to doze until he felt them pull him out. 


"Joe, we're done," the nurse said. "A man named Phil Collen, along with Rick Savage are here to see you. ls that 


okay?" 
"Yeah, they're family," Joe murmured. 


Joe only opened his eyes after he heard Phil's voice from a small distance. It was then he noticed his shirt had 


been cut off him. He groaned as he was pushed into the hall where Phil and Sav were waiting. 


"Joe." Phil called, immediately joining his side. 

"Are you alright?" Sav asked, softly. 

"| don't know but they won't tell me where Steve is, you gotta find Steve," Joe groaned. "Bloody ‘elll" 
Sav nodded. "I'll go see if | can find him, hang tight mate," Sav said, rushing down the hall. 

"Try not to worry Joe; if anyone can find him, it's Sav," Phil said. 


Joe nodded and hissed again as he tried to move and shift. He was wheeled back to his room as Phil stayed 


close by his side. Once Joe was placed in a room, he decided to get a little rest before a doctor came in 


“Ello lad, apologies for taking so long," the doctor said. "I have looked at your scans and you have a herniated 
disk, which is why your back is in such pain right now. What we usually do in these cases is physical therapy 
and provide medications. If after six weeks, there's no improvement however, surgery may be an option. You 
also have two mild concussions, whiplash, a sprained wrist and many bruises and cuts. Sometimes all damages 


aren't found right away but we may or may not find anything else." 


Joe frowned as Sav walked in the room and sighed softly. Phil glanced over his shoulder and stepped aside as 


Sav walked up to the bed 

"I did find Steve; he can hardly stay conscious long enough to get more than a few words in but | found him," 
Sav said, as Joe frowned. "He has two severe head concussions, he broke three ribs, and he sprained his neck. 
He's pretty banged up." 

"| want to see him," Joe said. 


"Sir—" 


"Enough of your sod excuses, if you don't take me to ‘im, | will rip these wires out and go to him myself,” Joe 


groaned. 


The doctor sighed and got a nurse to help Joe in a wheelchair, and then took him to Steve's room. Joe's frown 


only deepened when he saw Steve lying there, unconscious, with a neck brace and a breathing mask. 
"He's not going to die, right?" Joe asked, almost unable to finish the question. 


"We can't predict the future sir but we don't think so; ‘owever, we may need to put him in a medically induced 


coma to reduce the swelling in his brain," the nurse said. 


Joe swallowed hard and nodded as he was taken out. Sav stayed with Steve and Phil followed the nurse who 


had Joe. 


As they were walking down the hall, Viv rushed down and called out Phil's name. He looked down at Joe with 
concern and looked back at Phil. 


"I'm so sorry I'm late mate," Viv said. 


"Don't worry about it Vivian, you just got married. This is ‘ell," Joe replied, quietly. 


It was a week later when they finally let Joe move around on his own. Steve had been off the medically induced 
coma for two days now and so far, he was able to stay awake. He hadn't seen Joe yet though and he was 
growing anxious. 

"Is he okay?" Steve asked, softly. 


"Yeah Steve, he's doing okay," Sav answered with a light smile. 


Steve had been asking the same question since he woke up and Sav always gave him the same answer; though 


he always worded it differently. 


This was going to be tough; especially since they haven't seen each other yet. This would be tough indeed. 


Blind Faith 


Author's Notes: 
Not all is as it seems..that's all I'll say P 


It wasn't until another week when Steve was finally able to get out of bed and move around. Luckily, Sav had 
been staying there and writing his articles from the hospital room. Phil had been staying there when he wasn't 
working at the club and Viv came as often as he could. Even Rick was showing up and sleeping in Joe's room 


when he could. 


Steve couldn't wait anymore though, he wanted to see Joe and he wanted him to see him now. Luckily Sav was 
still there and decided to help him into the wheelchair since Steve was struggling. 


"| hope he's awake," Steve said, grabbing the holding pole. 


"He is awake, | just talked to Phil. He was going to come down ‘ere but now that you're going to see him, he's 


waiting impatiently. He'll be glad to see you awake," Sav replied. 


"He probably won't like the neck brace or the breathing tubes. | keep telling these wankers, | can breathe fine," 


Steve groaned. 

"He'll understand but | imagine he won't," Sav said. 

Steve sighed as Sav pushed his wheelchair out of the room and down the hallway. Sav could tell Steve was 
growing anxious but he wasn't going to go any faster. Finally he reached Joe's door and wheeled Steve in, much 
to his delight. Joe was sitting in chair; he had gotten tired of being in the damn bed all the time. Joe glanced up 
and stood almost immediately at the sight of Steve. 

"Joe." Steve said, softly. 

Steve pushed himself to his feet with Sav's help and Joe hugged him, carefully. Steve didn't edge back like he 
usually did, he wrapped his arms around Joe too. Joe pulled back and kissed Steve's lips several times, before 
pulling him closer again. 

"They wouldn't let me see you," Joe muttered. 


"I know, they wouldn't let me see you either," Steve replied. "They said it was risky to let me out of bed" 


Joe frowned and pulled Steve back so he could see all the injuries on his boyfriend. This was the first time he 


saw him awake since the car accident so he wanted to take it all in 

"They say itll take about four to six weeks for the neck to heal. May take longer," Steve said, pausing. "They 
have my ribs wrapped and | can breathe so | don't know why they ‘ave the breathing tubes in still but | don't 
have to wear the brace all the time; in fact most times | don't at all" 

"Good," Joe nodded, though he was still frowning. "I'm sorry.. 

"Joe, it wasn't your fault; he crashed right into us. He broke the law," Steve replied. 

"Yeah, don't be too ‘ard on yourself mate," Phil frowned. "After all, the man was charged" 

"He was?" Steve asked. "That's why the bobbies were asking me questions." 

"Yeah he was," Joe nodded and then frowned. "The coppers questioned you? They questioned me too." 

"Yeah! Then they said it coincides with what you said," Steve said. 

"Course it does," Joe replied. "Bastards!" 


"I know," Steve sighed, and finally sat back down in the wheelchair. 


Steve spent most of the day in Joe's room and after speaking with the nurses and doctors, they finally agreed 
to let Steve switch rooms and move both Joe and Steve into the same room. 


During the night, Joe awoke to the nurses checking Steve's vitals. Joe frowned and watched them slowly 
remove Steve's neck brace. Sav stood by his side, although he tried to stay out of the way. He tried to see if 
Steve was awake and determined he was. He could see his blue eyes looking up at one of the nurses. At some 


point, Steve realized Joe was awake because he cautiously turned his head and looked at Joe. 
"Is he okay?" Joe asked. 


"Aye, he's just mentioning some neck pain so we're going to try without the neck brace and use an ice pack for 


awhile," the nurse explained. 
‘tm okay’ Steve mouthed. 


Joe only nodded after Steve confirmed it himself. It wasn't that he didn't trust the doctors and nurses; it was 
just that they tended to downplay the issues to keep anyone from worrying, especially since Joe was a patient. 


Joe's eyes were on Steve even so and he was growing impatient. It didn't help that Steve kept gasping and 
uttering things like ‘ow’, ‘ouch’, and words along those lines. Joe's jaw tightened and Phil swore if that kept up, 
Joe would hop out of that bed. Sav stood next to Steve and held his hand. Finally the nurses did stop fussing 


with him and gave him something for the pain He sighed as the doctors left him alone and he looked at Joe 


again. 
"It hurts," Steve whispered. 


"I know Stevie," Joe whispered back. "I'll get you out of ‘ere soon so you can at least heal in the comfort of 


our flat. At least with that scenario, you'll be comfortable." 
"Yeah," Steve said, rubbing his neck gently, but wincing after. 


Sav sighed and tried to adjust the ice pack a little better. He was a little bit more gentle about it though, and a 
little less forceful. Steve seemed to be a little more comfortable after the ice pack was adjusted though. 


"| can't wait to go home," Steve said, softly. 
"Me either love," Joe replied. 


Steve started to doze and Joe assumed it was the medication kicking in finally since Steve tended to pass out 


after taking medication that strong. 


Joe was released a week later and Steve was released a few days after that. The only thing that concerned 


Joe was Steve seemed to want the pain killers all the time and the doctors were catering to his wants. 

Today was Steve's first day back at work and the minute he got to work, he found himself busy most of the 
day. He rushed from each recording room and set up each instrument perfectly and finally when he got to the 
last room, he sat down with one of the guitars. 

"Bloody ‘ell," Steve groaned, unaware that one of the producers was behind the glass, in the back. 

Steve tuned the guitar to perfection and began playing it. His eyes closed and soft breaths escaped his lips 
with each cord. He played a chord he had been playing around and opened his eyes finally. He looked toward the 
ceiling, although he couldn't move his neck fully yet and sighed, pleasantly. 


Inhale; Exhale; Inhale again, Exhale again. 


It felt wonderful playing again and he was almost resentful that he didn't have a band to play in anymore but 
he understood too. 


The only thing that stopped him from playing was the voice from the door. His eyes widened and he quickly 
tuned the guitar to his rightful sound and set it down gently. 


‘I'm sorry, really, | am," Steve said, quietly. "It won't happen again" 
"That's a shame, you're really good," the man said. 

'|-Really?" Steve asked, mentally cursing himself for stuttering. 
"Yes," he nodded. "Are you in a band yet?" 

"Not anymore no," Steve answered. 

"Would you be interested in being in one?" he asked. 

"Well l-Maybe, yes," Steve replied. 


He couldn't deny it; he was just thinking about this very thing. He smiled as the producer man began explaining 
his ideas and the situation to him. 


Battle of my Own 


Author's Notes: 
Not terrible fighting but a little bit and obsessive alcohol [and suspected drug use] use so marked as adult. I'm 
actually following stories I've read in real life in regards to Steve, that's why he keeps going back and forth. 


Later that night, Joe found out about Steve's proposal and he was not happy about it. He was proven to be 


right when he went searching for Steve after one of his shows a few weeks later. 

He rushed through the backstage area and found Steve in one of the rooms guzzling alcohol as his band mate 
stood above him, tilting the bottle. Steve sat in a chair below him, tilting his head with his mouth open as the 
alcohol was pouring into his mouth and all over him. Joe frowned and stormed up to the band mate, before 
shoving the bottle away. Steve gasped and looked at Joe with a glare. 

"What are you doing?" Steve asked. 

"Taking you to the flat," Joe answered. 

"You can't do that," Steve snapped. 

"Yes, | can and by the way, | told your manager you quit," Joe hummed. 


"You did WHAT? You can't do that," Steve said. 


"| can and | did," Joe replied. "I ‘ad Ded Flatbird's manager vouch for me. Your manager is looking for a 


replacement and your boss at the studio will probably give you your job back but you have to apply again 
"Why did you-why would you do that?" Steve snapped. "Why would you do that?" 


"Steve, you've rarely been sober since you joined this band. | was so dischuffed with your stupidity; | even 


replaced your pain killers with sugar pills," Joe replied. "Clean up!" 


Steve smacked Joe's arm away when he reached for him and pushed himself to his feet. Steve stumbled out 
the door and hissed as he felt the familiar ache in his neck. As he was walking down the hall, he passed a table 
set up for the band and grabbed a bottle of whisky. He brought it to his lips and managed to get a little bit of 
it, but Joe smacked that bottle away too. The bottle crashed into the ground and Steve glared at his boyfriend 
before stumbling toward the door. 


"II drive," Steve slurred. 


"No you won't," Joe chuckled. "| will" 

"To hell with you and your car; I'll walk," Steve hissed "You ruined everything for me." 

"Maybe so but you're not walking and you can thank me later for grabbing your guitar for you," Joe replied 
"To ‘ell with you arsehole,” Steve hissed. 

Joe snickered and set the guitar in the back seat before he shut the door. Steve backed up and tripped before 
he hit the ground. He hissed and grabbed at his neck, biting back a whimper. Unfortunately the pain was all 
over his face and Joe saw it. 

"You ruined everything..you ruined it all," Steve gasped. 

Joe didn't reply; he leaned down and pulled Steve up without any remorse and literally force him into the car. 
Luckily, Steve didn't put up much of a fight because he was in pain. Steve moaned as Joe drove him home and 
helped him into the bedroom. 

‘| need something...” 

"Too damn bad, you chose to drink lad," Joe hummed. 

"l'm suffering." 


‘lm sorry Steve but you're just gonna ‘ave to suffer lad," Joe said. 


It was clear Joe was unhappy with him because he didn't use such loving or intimate names. Steve's eyes 
opened a minute later as he started to think about that. His expression suddenly went blank and he laid back on 
the bed as Joe tried to get him out of these alcohol drenched clothes. He didn't fight at all; he let Joe change 
him. He was just glad Joe did toss the neck brace at him after he was done. 

‘lm going to Phil's for a while; Viv will be here to watch over you," Joe said. 

Oh yeah. He was mad. 

"My father was right." Steve whispered. 


About what?" Joe questioned, rolling his eyes. 


"l'm a failure," Steve replied. "lm a failure..| can't manage to keep anything going and you'll probably leave me 


eventually. | mean why not? | can't even hold a relationship..." 


Joe had forgotten that Steve sometimes got in these depressed stages when he was drunk He frowned as the 
emotion started to showcase all over Steve's face. He rolled on his side without trying to pull the neck brace 
on and clenched the sheets. 


NO! 


Steve had made so much progress in ridding his father's words of his mind; Joe would not allow him to step 


backwards again. 
"|-| failed..again..I-" 


"Stop it Steve," Joe snapped. "I won't go to Phil's if it bothers you that much. You're talking rubbish now love; 


yeah, I'm dischuffed but it doesn't mean I'm gonna leave. You're a challenge Steve, remember that?" 
"Yes," Steve whispered. 


"One | intend to concur," Joe said. "Now stop that bullshite rubbish..god how | hate your father for doing this 
to you. Now every time you drink like this, he invades your thoughts. | hate the bastard; | hate him." 


"I know.." Steve whispered, again. "But maybe.." 


"Maybe nothing," Joe interrupted. "You're not a failure..you just took a step back. Steve, | wouldn't even care a 
sod if you drank sometimes except you take it too far love. You get so wasted that you make yourself sick 
and then after a while, this happens. You get in these depressed stages..it annoys me. Steve, for a while there, 
you were drinking without getting wasted. Why the change?" 


"It felt good," Steve answered. "Me bloody band was doing it and | figured a drink would be fine but after some 
persuading, a drink became five and then eight, and so on It felt good until | got sick. It kept my mind from me 


dad and the the accusations she accused you of" 
"Steve..." 


Joe stopped mid-sentence when Steve jumped off the bed and darted into the bathroom. He vomited out 
everything he had in his system and laid down on the floor once he was done. Joe figured no more needed to 
be said and lowered himself to pick up Steve. At some point, he would bring it up again though and question 
who 'she' was and what 'she' was accusing him of. That wasn't particularly easy since he was wearing his back 


brace but he managed. 


The next day, Steve woke up a little after noon and moaned. He pulled his hand to his neck and realized Joe 
placed his neck brace on after he passed out. Joe wasn't in the room at the moment but he could hear him 
talking in the living room and decided to let him be. There was no way Joe would let him have his medication 
back, so he dropped onto his knees, on the ground. Steve crawled over to the guitar case that Joe also 
brought in last night and quietly opened the case. He felt around the case for the secret stash of alcohol but 


it seemed Joe removed it. Steve sighed and gazed at the wall. 


"Where is my alcohol?" Steve asked, knowing Joe had walked to the door and started watching him. "Did you 


pour it out?" 

"Yes," Joe replied, simply. 

| hate you," Steve hissed. 

"No you dont" 

"Yes, | do," Steve said. 

"Last night, you were yapping about me leaving." 

"You ruined everything.. was happy playing again," Steve said, ignoring his comment. 

"If you weren't such a drunk, | wouldn't have," Joe said. 

Steve turned and glared at him, even though the drinking is what really ruined it. Joe snickered and shrugged 
since he could see Steve was waiting for some sort of response. He was being really harsh with him but there 
was no reason to sugar coat anything and with Steve, sometimes harshness was the best way. 


"I'm not a drunk," Steve said. 


"So drinking every day and getting wasted is not a drunk? What is that then? Tell me Steve," Joe replied. "Do 


you expect to believe you were just drinking water?" 
Steve merely glared at his boyfriend. "| never said that." 
"Don't take after your father now," Joe said. 


The second he said it, he knew it was a mistake to go that far though. Some harshness may have been 


necessary but he overstepped his boundaries. 

Steve looked surprised but he stood up and swung at Joe. His fist connected with Joe's face but immediately 
Joe struck back. Steve bit down on his lip and winced due to the movement of his head. Joe didn't even 
purposely strike him in the face; it was just an instinct to strike in the face or ribs. 


"lm leaving," Steve said. 


"You can barely stand..." 


Steve opened his mouth to reply but immediately he stopped. He pulled away from Joe and moved to sit on the 


bed since the dizziness was kicking in now. 

'| need some rest," Steve said, quietly. 

Now that he was calming down, he was starting to regain composure of himself. Sadly, it took that hit to snap 
him out of whatever mood he was in. He hated snapping out like that, especially because he usually was a lot 
quieter when he argued. He rarely lost control and he hated it when he did so he felt out of place in the 
moment. 

Joe said nothing to him and merely let him lay down in silence. He was still curious about this mysterious 
female person who was accusing him of something but again, it wasn't the time. Steve didn't sleep long but he 
did sleep a little bit and when he woke, he was alone again. Joe was in the living room; he could hear him talking 
into the tape recorder again for another article, but Steve decided not to make it known he was awake. 

"Fuck!" He cursed "What have | done?" 

He really did put Joe through a lot during his drunken rage. He supposed he actually wasn't mad at Joe, 
although he took it out on him. He was mad at himself for causing yet another obstacle and needed someone 
to blame. He didn't know what the point of staying away from his father was when his father hurt him 
without even being there. He eyed the phone and reached for it. He might as well keep in contact with his dad 
in case the worst case scenario happened. 

"Don't!" Joe said from the door. 


How did Joe always do that? 


Steve supposed there was some truth to this sixth sense theory that the guys joked about. Steve found it 


vastly annoying; he always did when anyone knew him that well 

"| dont know who you're calling but | have a few ideas of who and if its who | think it is. Don't," Joe said 
"Why?" Steve asked, quietly. "Maybe he was right" 

"He wasn't right," Joe interrupted "You got stupid-it doesn't make you a failure. Now stop that!" 

Steve sighed and shifted his hand away from the phone and nodded as best as he could 

"Im sorry," Steve said, quietly in a moment of vulnerability. "| lost control and you're right! 


"I know," Joe replied, smugly, but then he sighed. "But so am |. | figured you needed some tough love but | took 
it too far." 


Joe rarely apologized so for him to do so meant something and Steve knew that. Joe wasn't one to apologize 


for no reason so if he did, he truly meant to. 
"| don't hate you..obviously.. but you're still an arrogant arsehole," Steve said. "That much is true." 
"And so you're an arsehole too,” Joe smirked, earning himself a smirk in return 


Later that day, Steve called the studio and told them he would go in for an interview. He did it with flying 
colors but ultimately ended up applying for the position of a lathe operator and was hired on the spot. 


"Why didn't you go back to the studio?" Joe groaned. 


"Because Joe, even if | was hired, it'd take two months before they let me back. They filled the spot with a 
temp for the moment. Besides isn't all this proof enough that | shouldn't be in the music business?" Steve 
replied. "| can still play music for pleasure but | can't follow dreams forever. You're different, all you, but for 


me..it's just a fantasy, a desirable one, but a silly child's fantasy that will never come true." 


Joe sighed as Steve poured himself some brew and Joe finally did give him a pain killer. He was certain Steve 
was sober now and he had to be sure his boyfriend wouldn't overdose. Steve gave Joe control of his 


medication intake because he knew his boyfriend would administer them fairly. 


Joe sat in the bar and sipped his beer with a light sigh. Viv wiped down the counters as Phil made his rounds 
around the club before taking a seat next to Joe. Sav was enjoying a drink while working on an article. Joe have 
finally gotten wind of what he was accusing him of and by whom. 


"How is he?" Phil asked, as Viv glanced up when he spoke. 


"He's quitting music he says; he works as a lathe operator now," Joe said, idly. "He's afraid, | know it. He's afraid 
he'll follow in his father's footsteps as someone who's always hammered. | probably shouldn't have said those 


words to him but it was what he needed to hear at the time." 


Joe had a way of saying he regretted something without apologizing too much for it. It was as if he believed 


he was correct but maybe chose the wrong timing. 


| wanted him to stop getting plastered, | didn't say he had to stop drinking and | didn't intend for him to give 
up on his love. God! He's bloody difficult," Joe grumbled. "I love a good challenge but he's definitely one of the 
hardest. He just gave up and | suspect he's talking to his father again, and using drugs. He's given things up 
but not like this; he just gave up...” 


"You should talk to him," Phil sighed. "But mate, are you sure he wants what you think he wants? Or is that 


what you want? Loving music and wanting to work in it are two different things.” 


"I know he wants it; you saw ‘ow he was when he got the studio job. He was thrilled," Joe said. "Even if | talk to 
him, he won't really listen We ‘ave worked out some of our issues and he's apologized, especially for accusing 


me of cheating.” 
"Cheat?" Viv repeated, looking surprised. "He thought that? Is that what caused your fight?" 


"| don't think he thought that, he says it was a moment of insecurity and his father haunts him when he's 
plastered, which is true. He loves playing music though and the accusations slipped his mind; unfortunately he 
loves drinking too, there's just so much that went into our fight. We had a number of things we fought about. 
That was one thing though," Joe nodded. "I'm a picky bastard, like | would just randomly sleep with someone. | 
have an alibi for where | was during the time | was accused of supposedly cheating though. | was with you 


guys and we were performing as Ded Flatbird." 


Joe didn't know why he was so obsessed with Steve working in the music business; it even baffled him at 
times but he was sure Steve wanted to be in the music. He was also sure Steve was on something more than 
what he gave him. In fact, Steve had almost confirmed it. It may have seemed he was obsessive and demanding 
but he knew it was what Steve wanted. One thing was for sure, the guys knew Joe was right when he said he 
was picky and Joe knew he didn't cheat on Steve. 


One week later, Steve walked into a club but it wasn't Phil's club though. He went to a pub near his workplace 
called The Night train because he didn't want to hear it from Joe. He didn't want to hear about how right he 


was or how he knew what Steve wanted. 
"What's your poison?" The bartender asked. 
Steve glanced up after a minute. "You pick..something strong." 


The bartender pondered for a moment and nodded before serving Steve with a drink. Steve tossed a few bills 
toward the bartender and took the drink with only a nod. He rubbed his neck, hissing slightly, before taking 
another sip of the alcohol. His neck hurt, the pain had occurred a lot more lately but he was on a strict 
schedule with his pain killers. That was why he bought more from his former bandmate, along with other 


drugs, and took those. Even those were running low right now though so he had to preserve. 
"Bloody ‘ell," Steve groaned. 
He couldn't drive like this and he knew it. He wasn't particularly drunk but he did have a fear of driving now. He 


couldn't call Joe; the bastard would think he was hiding something, so he had to call Sav to pick him up. It 


would all be fine. 


Broke N Brokenhearted 


Author's Notes: 
Marked adult for drug use and certain situations that | felt were adult oriented. 


Meanwhile, Joe was practicing the piano while waiting for Sav to come so the band could rehearse. When Sav 
did finally show up, Steve walked in with him. Joe glanced up and furrowed his brows as Steve smiled softly and 
asked Vivian for a drink. Viv glanced at Joe and received a nod before making a drink. On the other hand, Sav 
walked up to Joe and sat down next to him with his bass. He glanced at Steve, who didn't seem to suspect 


anything, and glanced at Joe again. He could see the suspicious look in Joe's face and sighed. 


"Joe, | consider Steve and me great friends, and | will always keep anything he tells me and anything | see 
between us.." Sav whispered but then paused. 


"Uh huh," Joe mumbled. 

"That being said, something is seriously wrong," Sav whispered. "I picked him up at a pub near his work. Even 
with that, | wouldn't snitch him but he dropped his bag and a bottle of pills with someone else's name on it fell 
out. | saw a plastic baggie with a white powder and | think | know what it was; | think you do too." 

Joe's jaw tightened as he glanced at Steve and it really did look like he was a little dazed. Joe stood up and 
slowly approached Steve with a soft sigh. Steve glanced behind him and furrowed his brows at the way Joe 
was looking at him. 

"Where were you?" Joe asked. 

"Work," Steve lied. 

"What about after that?" Joe asked. "You took your car so why come back with Sav?" 

"I got the jitters about driving," Steve said, which technically wasn't a lie. 

"What's in your bag?" Joe asked. 

"What's with the 50 question?" Steve replied with another question 


‘lm just being sure," Joe said. "Let me see inside your bag." 


"Why don't you trust me?" Steve spat. 


"You're hiding something," Joe said, ignoring his question. "Let me see inside your bag." 
"No way! To hell with you," Steve frowned. 
"You're on something Steve," Joe said, calmly, causing Viv to look up from the bar. 


Joe reached for the bag but Steve grabbed the drink and splashed it in his face. Joe jumped back as Steve 
stood up from his seat, pulling his bag to his chest. 


"You son of a bitch," Joe spat. "I'm locking your arse up in rehab, you god damn drunk." 

Steve frowned. "Don't bother..I'm done with you." 

Steve stormed out and instead of relying on any of the guys, he walked back to the apartment and called a co- 
worker. The man agreed to bring his car and once he did, Steve loaded the car with what he could to find Joe 
standing there with the Bobbies. 

"You called the bloody coppers on me?" Steve asked. 

In a sense, | was making sure you wouldn't cause a scene," Joe replied. 

Steve almost looked offended but he managed to contain his expressions and pulled a bunch of bills out of his 
pocket and threw them at Joe before he jumped in his car and drove off. He blinked several times to keep 
from breaking down. Instead of looking for another flat at this time, Steve drove to a hotel. He chose one with 
a closed in parking lot and rented a room. 

"You left me.." Steve whispered to himself. 

Steve took his bag and walked into the room, before he pulled out the white substance and lined it up on the 
dresser. He sniffed up the line and slid down to the floor, sighing contently. His eyes slowly closed and groaned 
in despair. He was still pissed off but he was more worried about the fact that Joe was still signed as the 
person who would make health decisions for him. He didn't want to think right now though so he determined 
this wasn't enough. 


It wasn't your fault, was it?" Steve muttered to himself. "It was mine..figures it would be the failure's fault." 


He set up another line on the carpet and sniffed it up, before passing out on the ground sometime later. 


Joe tried to find Steve but after a month, he had determined Steve wasn't going to be found if he didn't want 


to be. He even checked Steve's work place but learned Steve had transferred to another one of their facilities 


but they weren't authorized to tell him where. 


Meanwhile, Steve wiped the blood from his nose in the loo and blinked his eyes several times. He was no doubt 
sober at the moment but he had to be when his dad was around. His dad liked to smack him around because 


he did talk back but he got to the point where he just let it go. 


"Steve, you're wasting my time,” his dad groaned. 
"Just go, I'll be fine," Steve said, softly. 
"Fine!" 


With that, his father did leave, which meant Steve had to walk ten miles back to the hotel. He had no more 
cocaine but he did pop two pills and closed his eyes. He plugged his nose to keep himself from gasping or 
breaking out into sobs. 


God! How pathetic was he? 
"Damn, he was right, | am pathetic," Steve hissed to himself. 


Steve frowned and stepped out of the loo, and the café, but not before borrowing the phone. He didn't realize 
Joe was across the street with Phil and they had spotted him. They did see the bruises though and they did 
see how pale and thin he looked Steve glanced around when he heard his name called and saw a drug dealer he 


bought from several times. 
"Phil, | ‘ave to get to him..he's dying fast," Joe said, softly. 
"| can tell," Phil replied 


Joe rushed across the street with Phil following and darted down the alley he saw Steve disappear into. He 
found Steve on the ground as if he had taken something and struggling a bit against his drug dealer, who had 
him pinned. He was no match for the man right now though, especially since he was so drugged up on 
something. Joe noticed his pants were undone and while his eyes were closed, he was in distress. The furrowed 


brows and hisses said so. 
"Stop..." 


That was all Steve had to say for Joe to drag the guy off him and knock the hell out of him. Steve grabbed 
his bag and held it against his chest as he took a few shaken breaths. It was as if he felt the bag was sacred 
and the only thing that hadn't left him. In his mind, his friends left him; his family left him, his body betrayed 
him, and everything had either left or betrayed him. Joe glanced at him and he looked so sickly and vulnerable 
there. Joe slowly approached him and kneeled, before grabbing his shoulder. 


"No, you bastard..No.." Steve said, voice wavering before it finally broke. 

A few tears rolled down his face but he still refused to open his eyes. Joe frowned and called his name so he'd 
know who it was, and decided to slide his hand down his back. He slipped his hand down his pants and felt 
around for any blood or sign of forced entrance, the very thing that scared Joe. He knew Steve might not 
survive it if something happened in that regard; he was barely surviving as it was. He felt no blood though and 
he finally stopped because Steve was leaned against his shoulder, grasping his shirt tightly. 

"Just let me die..Let me rest.." Steve gasped, while attempting to control his breathing. 

"No, | refuse to let you die," Joe replied. 


Steve didn't just take one step back; he fell so far down that Joe didn't know if Steve was going to survive this. 
He kept his fears to himself, even if Phil could see he was afraid. 


Steve finally did give the location of his hotel and Joe took him back there. After Steve vomited, Joe set up 
the bed and looked at Phil. Phil sighed after he explained the situation to Sav. 


"Sav's coming with some more blankets and some food," Phil said, softly. 


Joe nodded. "Mate..he's bad off. | don't even know if he'll li-never mind, he's just really bad off and | dread to 
think what any drug dealer did to him." 


"I know Joe," Phil said, glancing at the bathroom door. "If something happened in regards to..'that, you need to 
find out." 


"IIl try," Joe frowned. "He might not talk to me, but if that be the case, maybe Sav could talk to him." 


Phil nodded but said nothing, mostly because the bathroom door opened and Steve stumbled out. Joe knew he 
didn't take anything else because he had checked his pockets and he made sure Steve left the bag out. 


"Joe." Steve called, barely above a whisper. 
"He still loves you Joe," Phil whispered. "He called for you first." 
Steve wasn't even fully aware so he paid no mind to the whispers about him. Joe immediately joined his side 


and helped him to the bed, sighing constantly. As Joe was assisting Steve, Phil opened the door for Sav and 


stepped aside so he could come in. 


"Oh god," Sav whispered the minute he saw Steve. 


Steve used to have color in his skin, he used to look healthy, and somewhat happy at times. He looked 
handsome but now he just looked too skinny, sick, depressed, and just different. 


"Steve." Sav called, softly. 

Sav rushed to him and wrapped one of the blankets around him since he was shiver or trembling, Sav didn't 
know which. Steve looked down the whole time Joe was undressing him. Sav held up the blanket so Joe could 
finish and then finally looked back at him. Joe whispered something to Sav as his eyebrows lifted. 

"What?" Steve asked, quietly. 


"Stevie, I'm so sorry," Sav said. "Had | known things would go this way, I'd have never allowed it" 


| don't blame you Sav.. could never blame you," Steve replied, and it was true. He wouldn't ever blame Sav for 


anything, especially since Sav has never been anything but supportive and understanding. 
"Steve, l'm glad to know that but | need to ask you something," Sav said. 

Hmm?" 

"Were you raped or sexually assaulted?" Sav asked, bluntly. 


Joe groaned but Sav was always the type of person who was blunt and while with certain things, he'd phrase 


it differently, he always chose to say it the way it was in situations like this. 

'I-" Steve started but paused. "I was careful when | bought drugs.. 

He felt there was no reason to deny it anymore; they knew he was on drugs at this point: 

"Ok, | just wanted to be sure-" Sav started, 

"He put his hands on me," Steve blurted out, interrupting Sav. "He's not even into men but he-I don't know. It 
was under the clothes, | mean-! don't know, maybe I'm out of my mind. I'm a drugged out drunk after all, 


right?" 


Somehow Joe doubted Steve was just out of his mind. He may be an addict but he wasn't a liar, or not when it 
came to something like that. Joe's jaw tightened but he took a deep breath before he replied. 


"Who put their hands on you?" Joe asked. 


"The man you saw Today," Steve answered, refusing to look at him in the eyes. 


"God Steve, why did you leave?" Joe said, and suddenly pulled him in his arms. "Why did you run off and leave 
like that?" 


"| don't know," Steve mumbled against his shirt. "You were so mad and | thought you were done with me after 


| threw the drink in your face; you had the coppers and |-" 


"Steve, the coppers had seen the incident and offered to follow me home. Out of anger, | accepted because | 


recognized the guy as one of me dad's friends. | wasn't going to ‘ave you arrested," Joe said. 

"Ohl" Steve replied, quietly. "Joe, l'm going in circles ‘ere; | can't do this anymore..." 

Joe frowned and tightened his hold. "You shouldn't have run off Steve, you shouldn't ʻave." 

Steve shivered and nodded, while attempting to control his body movements. He closed his eyes and listened to 
the muttering around him, now that he was sobering a bit. He had to admit, he liked it when he was in control 
of his senses and he just wasn't when he was drunk or high. 

What did it matter now though? 

They had seen him at his worst. 

Steve took a shaken breath. "Tell me, ‘ow is Vivian?" 

"Hurt!" Joe replied. "He's ‘aving his marriage annulled. Brae wasn't the sweet girl he thought she was. He walked 
in and found ‘er in bed with the ex. She used that time to admit the baby wasn't Vivian's child. Viv threw her 
out and filed for an annulment. | knew some things about her but not a horrible a lot; otherwise | would ‘ave 
told him. He's struggling with his treatments now. Also, the riots are starting again’ 


"He knows Joe, he knows you would ‘ave," Steve whispered. "Damn these riots!" 


When his mind was on someone else, it made it easier to ignore his addictions and forget his problems 


momentarily. 


Joe could feel Steve stirring off into sleep and shifted his weight to be more comfortable. He sighed and waited 
for Steve to fall asleep before looking directly at Sav. 


"We need to get his stuff in the car, I'm taking him home," Joe said. 
"Right!" Sav nodded. 


Phil put one of the boxes of food down and helped Sav get Steve's stuff in the car, although they didn't have 


to work much since Steve left a lot of his stuff in his car. 


"Ok, all done but ‘ow are we going to get Steve's car back?" Phil asked. 
"Mm," Joe frowned. "Call Viv and see ‘ow he's feeling and if he's up for it, can one of you pick him up?" 
"| will," Phil nodded. "Steve wants you ‘ere Joe and he seems to respond easily to Sav as well." 


Joe only nodded and looked at his sleeping boyfriend, or what he assumed was his sleeping boyfriend. They 
hadn't actually gotten back together yet but judging by the way Steve was responding, he assumed they would. 


Once Viv arrived, Joe woke Steve long enough to ask where his keys were and carried him to the car. Viv took 
the keys to Steve's car and drove off to Joe's home. Phil and Sav soon followed and finally Joe drove home. He 
wasted no time in settling Steve in bed before he joined the guys in the lounge. 

‘| can help him ‘ere," Joe said. 

"Joe, he needs some kind of rehab; he'll just go out and do it again," Phil replied. 


"lll make sure he doesn't,” Joe sighed. 


‘I'm sure you will when you're ‘ere but you can't be his babysitter, you ‘ave to work too and so do we. | love 


Steve too but he needs professional ‘help,” Phil said. 

"What do you think Sav? ‘Ow about you Viv? You guys are close to him," Joe frowned. 

"Joe, I'm not for throwing him in some center usually but in this case, | think it's our last hope. Joe, | know 
you will do your best to help him but you can't stay ‘ere all the time to watch him. The next time he uses 


could be the last time if he doesn't get professional help," Viv said as gently as he could. 


‘| agree," Sav simply said. "He's a figment of himself. He's ‘hurting, he's in a bad state of mind and in a bad 
state in general. He's going to die if he doesn't get some help." 


Sav winced at his own words, which was rather uncommon for him, but he was stating the truth. Joe was 
normally one to accept the truth but with Steve, it was like a smack in the face. He didn't want to accept the 


truth but deep down, he knew it was true. 


"If it doesn't seem like it's working, lim taking him out of there," Joe frowned. "I won't lose him or ‘ave him 


think he's lost everyone." 


"Sounds fair," Sav nodded. 


Joe stirred in the middle of the night when Steve shifted and moved against him. Joe wrapped his arms around 
him and stroked his hair, even though he knew how Steve hated feeling this weakened. It made him feel 


feminine, which in general probably wouldn't have bothered him so much if it weren't for his father. 


"| won't leave you love and the second the program is done with, I'll be there to get you," Joe said, feeling the 


tears against his neck. "I'll visit every day and I'll be there anytime you need." 
"Alright," Steve whispered. 


He didn't know why Steve was crying again but he had his suspicions. Steve was just so beaten down internally, 


so now everything was coming out. 


Day | 
Steve gazed at the floor in the room he was given just like he had been for the last few hours. He wouldn't 
look up or talk to anyone and usually just shook his head or nodded when he was asked questions. If he did 


speak, he kept it minimal. 


"Steve, we like to try to have the lights out by nine but we won't make you do it. If you could keep the lights 


to a minimal, we would appreciate it," the lady said. 

Steve merely nodded and waited for her to leave before glancing at the ceiling for something that would hang 
a weight. Of course they wouldn't have anything like that here though. There was probably a lot of suicidal 
people who came here, like himself, so they had to protect their patients. 

Did he just admit to himself that he was suicidal? 


Yes, he did. 


Steve looked up as the lady came in and tried to prevent his lips from trembling. He was suicidal and he was no 


longer denying that but that didn't mean it didn't scare him. 

"It scares me," Steve said, softly. 

"What does Steve?" the lady worker asked, gently. 

"Feeling suicidal," Steve replied. "I know you don't like to allow calls this late but can | make a call?" 


"Of course sweetie," She said, as Steve looked up at her. "You can call me Lidia; I'll be a regular worker and 


nurse around here." 


She could tell he was young; in fact she doubted he was older than his mid-twenties. She did lead him out to 


the phone and he called the number he had memorized in his head 
"Mm ‘ello?" Joe mumbled, 

He had no doubt been sleeping. 

"| just needed to hear your voice before lights out," Steve said, softly 


"Oh," Joe said, pulling himself into a sitting position. "Of course love, you can call anytime. Are you feeling 


okay?" 
"| feel suicidal," Steve blurted out. "My nurse is keeping an eye on me." 


Joe furrowed his brows. "Good. I'll be there tomorrow first thing love and you know | won't leave you until 
they make me." 


"| know," Steve nodded though Joe couldn't see that. "l'm sorry...” 


"Steve, stop feeling guilty, it happens love and besides..you're me boyfriend, you're worth it," Joe said. "Now get 


some rest.” 
"I know and | will," Steve said, silently acknowledging they were back together. "Night love.’ 
"Night Stevie," Joe responded. 


Steve hung up the phone and went back to his room. 


Undefeated: Day After Day 


Author's Notes: 
| didn't write out each day of his program but | gave hints as to how it was. 


Day 30 

The days seemed to go by quickly and Joe had a hard time seeing Steve in rehab, especially since he seemed 
to be a figment of what he used to be. With that being said, he came every day like he promised. He stayed 
until they wouldn't let him on five days of the week and he always brought Steve snacks, magazines, and little 
gifts from the guys, and whatever else he could get away with. 

Steve's program was a 40 day program and they were already on day 30. This was one of the days, Joe left 
early due to work and Steve stayed in the room like he usually did. He only turned his gaze when his nurse, 
Lidia came in. 

"Aw sweetie, why don't you go outside and get some air?" She asked, adjusting the hat covering her dark hair. 
| don't want to," Steve said. "| don't feel too good" 

"Withdrawals again?" 

"Yes," Steve admitted. 


"l'm sorry honey, | know it's hard," She said. "I've seen how hard it can be but you ‘ave to keep fighting.” 


"| just-l feel so guilty and so horrible," Steve said, softly. "| put me mates through a lot of shite and they still 


stick around. Then there's Joe, he's me-" 


Steve paused and looked at her worriedly. There was no doubt he was afraid of being judged for dating another 


man. She seemed to detect that as well. 


"You don't need to worry honey, | know he's your sweetie and it's okay. I'm not one of those people who will 


judge for that love," She smiled. 


Steve seemed to relax then. "I just don't know ‘ow he stays with me. | push him away and | make accusations, | 
don't break promises but when it comes to alcohol, | do. He deserves better than some pathetic dirty drugged 


out alco-" 


"Heyl" She interrupted with a stern tone. "I won't ‘ave you talkin’ that way about yourself. Am | clear?" 
"Yes ma'am," Steve said in surprise. 


"Good!" She nodded. "Now, from what | can see, he loves you and that's why he puts up with you. When you 
love someone, you put up with them through the good and bad." 


Steve sighed and nodded. "I know he does, | just don't know why. The funny thing is | didn't see any point going 
on anymore after | walked out on him. | just didn't care and while aye, it's true, | got involved in the drugs 
before, it really got bad when | was alone during that month. | just wanted my mind to stop; I'm constantly at 
battle with me self and | blame my dad. Now though, | could give that up; | hardly crave it..it's the alcohol | 
crave most of all. | mean, okay, I'm in pain a lot because while my injuries from the car crash are mostly 
healed, |-| don't know, | don't know if they didn't heal right or if this is going to be a common issue now. 
Regardless, | crave the pills a bit but | could probably let those go..it's the alcohol. Another amusing thing is | 
was drinking a glass ‘ere and there for a while and doing just fine with that. The band | joined after leaving 
Joe's band was a mistake though.. can't be in the music business and Joe just doesn't understand that. I'm not 


good enough for it anyway but that's aside from the point.” 


She just let him talk because she figured he had a lot on his mind and she realized she was right. She knew he 
was dealing with some dark demons but she didn't realize the extent. For such a young guy, he seemed to be 


battling a lot. 


"Honey, love works in mysterious ways. We don't choose who we love and when we do fall in love, it's not as if 
we can just fall out of love. He loves you and from the few times | met him, he's stubborn like you," She 


chuckled. "He refuses to give up on you or his love for you." 
"He's a bloody bastard," Steve chuckled, too. "But I'm no better; I'm so difficult, | know it. | just lo~" 


Steve stopped short of admitting he loved him and he didn't know why. He had admitted he loved him sometime 
back but now was different. He knew he went backwards in more than one way and the relationship was no 
exception It all felt new again and he knew he had a long way to go to become comfortable with everything 


again. 
"You love him as much as he loves you," She said. 
"Yeah," Steve replied. 


"Would you ever leave him if he was going through something that was equally as hard on you as it was him?" 


She asked. 


"No, of course not. What do you take me fo-" Steve said, but stopped mid-sentence. "| see where you're going 


with this." 


"Do you? Then try to understand from his point of view," She said. 
"Yeah," Steve mused, but nodded after a minute. "Yeah, you're right" 
She smiled and ruffled his hair, which he seemed to like, so she continued to do so. The truth was his mother 


used to do that so he did have a soft spot for that kind of thing. He didn't say anything else though and 


decided to muse over his thoughts instead of going out. 


Day 90 

It seemed to happen so fast and the th, and last, day of his inpatient rehab finally came. He would never tell 
Joe how he tried to commit suicide more than once or how Lidia had to calm him down when his withdrawals 
hit. It was the 40th day and as promised, Joe was there to pick him up. 

Steve hugged Lidia and smiled slightly, before he stepped away and got in the car with Joe. Joe noticed how he 
attached himself to her and probably because she was like a mother figure. She was a little bit older with 
gentle features, a caring nature, and something Steve needed. 

"How do you feel?" Joe asked, though he refused to take his eyes away from the roads. 


"A little weird, unsure, but I'll be glad to ‘ave my freedom back," Steve said 


They were a little bit tight and strict in the rehab but they had to be really. Joe was told he would probably 


be unsure and insecure about leaving so he expected an answer like that. 

"Yeah, don't stress yourself over it love," Joe mused. "What's next in your treatment?" 

"Well my problems are far from over," Steve sighed. "I will likely still have withdrawals from time to time, my 
self-esteem is a problem they were worried about, and they didn't like that | had suicidal thoughts so | was 
prescribed anti-depressants and | am to see my psychiatrist again." 

Joe sighed as he parked his car but said nothing. He helped Steve grab the few things he had in the center and 
led him inside. Joe brewed some tea but he was surprised when he turned to see Steve standing there, handing 


him pills. 


"They're my anti-depressants,” Steve said. "They like that | ‘ave you in charge of that aspect and | like it too. | 


want you to be in charge of them and | want you to administer them." 


"Of course love," Joe said, taking the pills. 


Joe grabbed Steve's wrist and pulled him close. He leaned in for a kiss and while Steve retracted at first, he 
eventually gave in and kissed back. He was only teasing Joe but he couldn't resist for too long, especially with 
moments like this. 

"You tried to retract from me love," Joe mumbled against his lips. 

"And you tried to concur me, love," Steve replied, quickly with a smirk. 


"That's the Stevie | know," Joe said, softly. 


Steve was slowly starting to sound like himself and hopefully it would keep up. He would have to keep an eye on 
these suicidal thoughts Steve had in the past 90 days. Steve was already looking better though. 


The rest of the day went peacefully and tomorrow they would see the guys. 


Sea of Love 


Author's Notes: 
WARNING: This one had a few subjects in it that may be touchy and hurtful to some. You have been warned. 


| wasn't trying to single genders out, just keep that in mind. So when a character says a certain thing or | 


write something down, its how the character is thinking, not necessarily me. 


The next day, Joe picked a café to see the guys in. He didn't think Steve was ready for Phil's bar yet. Phil and 
Sav showed up first and ordered coffee and some biscuits. Rick Allen decided to show up with Vivian since he 
really didn't see the guys as much as they saw each other. Finally Joe and Steve showed up, which prompted 
Sav and Phil to stand up. 
"Steve," Sav said, softly. 


Sav was the first to hug Steve, which was no surprise, and he held him for a minute before letting him go. 


Vivian hugged him then, followed by the rest of the guys. 

"How're you mate?" Phil asked. 

"Sober, thank you," Steve chuckled, but then sighed. "Honestly, | do and don't know. I'm glad to be out but now | 
feel a bit awkward, insecure, and like I'm lost in a sense. Resisting is hard, really hard, and | feel like | ‘ave to 


lock myself up." 


"Is to be expected," Sav nodded. "You were in there a while and there, you were protected from temptation 


but out ‘ere, it's everywhere. Do you still ‘ave your job?" 


"Yeah, exactly. Everything felt like it made sense there," Steve replied, and then shook his head. "I quit me job 
and | told them why, and they told me they'd love to ‘ave me back if | ever wanted it when the time came." 


"That's good Steve," Sav nodded. "You ‘ave something to go back to then" 
"Yeah, | do. | just needed to take a break so | could work on myself," Steve said. 


"Is understandable," Rick said, softly. 


"| just-" Steve started but paused when he glanced out the window. "I need to go..now." 


"What? Why?" Phil asked, frowning, before glancing toward the window. 


His eyes scanned the area until they landed on what was bothering Steve. The former drug dealer who sexually 
assaulted him was outside, standing around as if he were waiting. Steve didn't hang around though; he stood up 


and rushed into the bathroom. 
“That's the drug dealer we rescued him from," Phil said, softly, motioning at the man outside the window. 


‘I've never seen Steve seem so frightened or shaken, that's saying something because his father does shake 


him up pretty good," Vivian replied, softy. 


Joe frowned and followed after Steve as the remaining guys cleaned up and decided leaving was the best option. 
They didn't want him to crack already because of some drug dealer, especially since he was at a stage where 


he realized he did have a problem and was trying to fix that. 


Meanwhile, Steve turned quickly when he heard the door open and sighed in relief when he saw it was just Joe. 
He turned away and glanced at the ceiling, and at anything else that wasn't the mirror. Joe didn't miss that 
small detail either and mentally noted it. 


"Did he really just molest you?" Joe asked. "He didn't do anything else to you, did he?" 

"It was just molestation," Steve replied, quickly. 

"Are you sure?" Joe asked, earning himself a glare. "I trust you Steve; | know what you're thinking. It's just 
that it's a sensitive subject but especially for guys because we're expected to ‘ave no weaknesses. People 
expect guys to be able to handle themselves so when something like this happens..it's almost as if it would be 


easier to keep it quiet." 


Steve's expression lightened a bit as Joe continued talking and sighed softly. He shook his head though and 
turned away, only to look back at Joe again. 


"It was just molestation.." Steve said, softly, but paused. "But he was teasing me. The way he was touching me 
with that disgusting smirk, the way he was threatening to push his fingers..in; and the way he expected me to 
get turned on when he'd run his fingers over..it." 

"Steve..." Joe frowned. 

"Its humiliating Joe," Steve hissed. "It's embarrassing that | couldn't fight him off, all ‘cause | was too fucked 
up. It's shaming..I feel so ashamed and looking in the mirror is almost unbearable for many reasons but one 


being | always feel like | see him there, behind me. l'm scarred!" 


"Steve..." Joe tried again. 


"My body is not his to enjoy..| treasured the way you touched me and the way you made me feel. It feels like 
| was shattered when he touched me and the worst part was | brought it on myself more than once. | am so 
stupid..." 


"Stop!" Joe snapped. "You're bringing yourself down again." 

Steve scoffed as Joe stepped closer and grabbed Steve's arms. Steve frowned as Joe forced him to turn 
around and forced him to look in the mirror. Steve wanted to turn away but Joe would hiss every time he did. 
So he glanced downward without moving his head too much. 

"Every time you look, don't imagine him anymore," Joe said, softly. 


"Joe..." 


"Don't Steve," Joe interrupted. "He's not behind you anymore and if he turns up, I'll knock him in the face. 


Regardless Steve, don't imagine him..he's not behind you anymore, | am. See me Steve, | am behind you." 


Steve finally looked and stared into the mirror for a moment. It was probably the longest he stared at the 
mirror since his whole drug problem started. Slowly, he nodded with a long sigh as if he were accepting that as 


fact. 
"You're behind me," Steve whispered. 


"Yeah, always love," Joe nodded. "I'm behind you every single time; not him. It's me Steve; just look into my 


eyes and see it's me every time." 


Joe remained there a bit longer, before he let Steve go and led him out. After getting permission from the 
café owners, they left through the back entrance and went back to Joe's place. Steve seemed a lot more 


comfortable there, especially since he wasn't staring at his former dealer. 
"You alright mate? You were a bit shaken up," Viv said, not letting on that he knew. 


"Yeah," Steve nodded. "I'll get used to it and I'll learn to handle it better. OF course he'd be around and 


eventually it won't phase me but now..now | just can't mate. | can't be near him right now." 
"You don't ‘ave to explain, | completely understand," Viv soothed. 


Steve felt ashamed and embarrassed again, and he didn't even know why. These were his friends and they 
never judged him despite knowing of what happened. It was as Steve said before, people expected men to handle 
themselves. That wasn't to say women were any less or they didn't expect women to but a lot of times, men 
were stronger physically. So while women could be judged because they were in a certain situation, they'd 


receive more support. 


"Steve?" Viv called, breaking Steve's train of thought. 
"Hmm?" Steve asked. 
"I asked if you knew who your psychiatrist would be," Viv asked. 


"Ah!" Steve nodded. "Yeah, his name is James and he's the one | had some time ago. l'm glad it's someone l'm 


familiar with; | don't take to starting over with someone new easily.” 


"I can definitely see that point," Rick nodded. "When | was in therapy, | wanted the original therapist and him 


only. So when he left for another location, | followed" 
"What were you in therapy for?" Steve asked 

"Well when | lost me arm, it affected me," Rick replied 

"Oh right! That slipped my mind | don't even pay attention to that," Steve said, softly 


Steve smiled when he saw Rick's expression soften and he supposed Rick did appreciate that. Steve imagined he 


got insecure about that and really, Rick couldn't be blamed for that. 

The guys ended up staying awhile before Vivian finally took Rick home and went home himself. Phil and Sav 
ended up sticking around for a while. Steve eventually went to the bedroom and sat against the wall while 
writing in his notebook. 

"Sav and Phil will probably leave soon," Joe said from the door. 

Steve nodded and set his notebook down, before pulling his glasses off. Steve didn't have eye problems, nor did 
he really use reading glasses all the time but sometimes his eyes got tired and he had headaches from it. 


While it didn't completely stop his headaches, he found that the reading glasses did help lessen them. 


As Steve passed him, Joe noticed how he tensed when they got too close. He frowned but said nothing; he 


would wait until after Sav and Phil left before he made any further comments or actions 
"We're about to head out now but it was good seeing you again Steve," Phil said 

"We missed you Steve," Sav nodded. "Ill call you tomorrow though" 

"| missed you guys too and | look forward to it," Steve said. 


He hugged both of them and watched them leave before turning toward Joe after hearing him clear his 


throat. Joe merely cocked a brow as Steve chuckled and turned completely to him. 


"You got tense after you brushed up against me," Joe said. 
"Force of habit," Steve replied. 
"But you know | wouldn't hurt you," Joe said. 


"Joe, leave it be," Steve replied, quickly. "I told you it was a force of habit because..well you know why..but it 


wasn't intentionally.” 


Joe stepped close to Steve and noticed him tense again. His facial features pulled into a frown and he pressed 


Steve against the wall. Steve gasped without really meaning to. 

"You're not going to imagine him touching you anymore," Joe said. 

"Joe." 

"No! | certainly won't be in his shadow," Joe interrupted. 

It was Steve's turn to frown but the panic set in soon after when he felt Joe's hand sliding down his waist. 
"Joe..." 

"Stevie, you know me," Joe interrupted. "Just look into my eyes.” 

Steve focused on Joe's pupils and when he felt Joe touch him, his knees felt weak. He would have fallen if Joe 
didn't catch him and slowly guided the both of them on the ground. Steve grasped Joe's shirt and in a sense, 
Joe was seeing his boyfriend in fear mode. 

"Why are you doing this?" Steve gasped. 


| can't stand him being the one you remember touching you, who by the way did it by force; instead of me, 


who touched you with consent," Joe replied. 

It was true. Joe was stubborn but he also didn't like being second place, or not in these types of situations. 
"l-Im trying Joe but its working progress," Steve gasped, as he felt Joe's fingers massage him. 

"I know," Joe simply replied. 

He stroked Steve's erection and each time Steve would close his eyes and gasp, Joe would speak to him as if 


he were reminding him of who it was. Steve's breath hitched and his gaze returned to Joe, gasping at the 


growing pleasure it was bringing him. 


"I know.." Steve gasped. "It's you, Joe." 
"It is me," Joe nodded. "He won't hurt you again." 


Steve moaned in response and finally gave in to Joe. Who said Joe couldn't do his own version of therapy? 


It was the middle of the night and Steve had dozed off about two hours later. Joe remained awake though and 
to ever see Joe with any kind of guilt was rare but right now was one of those rare moments. He let his ego 
get the best of him and he may have pushed Steve too much, too fast. He didn't stop there, he went ahead 
and shagged him because Steve said he wanted it. It's not as if he were taking advantage of Steve's 
vulnerabilities but he still felt bad. Of course Steve was tense with any type of sexual encounter, he had been 


sexually assaulted. 
Why did he do that? 


He did it because his ego got the best of him and for Steve to think of anyone else other than him when it 
came to ‘close encounters’ irked him to a new degree. Now here he was, arguing mentally with himself because 


one side of him felt guilt and the other side was trying to rationalize. 

The only thing that broke his thoughts was the sound of Steve gasping. He glanced to his side and frowned as 
Steve grasped onto the sheet. Joe rolled onto his side and wrapped an arm around his boyfriend to assure him. 
Steve had nightmares a lot more now and Joe already learned how to deal with it. 


"Its me Steve," Joe whispered. 


Steve's fingers seemed to loosen until he released the sheet completely. Joe had learned if he whispered softly, 


then Steve would respond subconsciously. 

Steve did jerk awake eventually despite Joe's comforts though. He turned over and moved closer to him instead 
of denying it this time. He felt so feminine but right now, he just didn't care about that. He wanted to feel 
Joe's closeness, enjoy the way he smelt, and enjoy his taste. With that thought, he kissed him and wrapped his 
arms around him. 

"Are you alright?" Joe asked, muttering against his lips. 


"Mhm," Steve replied "H's you..l see you." 


Joe only smirked and nodded at that factor. The guilt was still there but it had lessened quite a bit. Maybe he 
made the right call after all and maybe his version of therapy did work. 


Long Way to Go 


Author's Notes: 
There are a few conversations here that deal with subjects that could be touchy for some. Just a fair 


warning! 


Joe's eyes opened the next morning and Steve was still fast asleep in his arms. Joe slipped out quietly and 
picked up the ringing phone from the lounge with a quiet sigh. 


"Mm ‘ello?" Joe answered 

"Ey mate, its Sav, is Steve awake yet?" Sav responded 

"Nol He's exhausted,” Joe replied "Nightmares again" 

"Is he alright?" Sav asked 

"Aye, | did my best to comfort him," Joe replied. "Last night was a bit much for him, | think We got intimate. 
"Really?" Sav asked with a tint of surprise. "How did he take it?" 

"Shaky at first but he was okay after," Joe admitted 

"Well that's good at least" Sav said. 

"He doesn't always tell me everything so maybe." Joe stopped mid-sentence and chewed on his lip. 
"Ill come over and take him out for coffee; itd be a good place to chat some nonsense," Sav said 
"Yeah, thanks," Joe nodded. "And maybe..ask him if he trusts me; if that's the issue" 


‘lm sure he does Joe but you can be a bit demanding. Regardless, | will ask him," Sav chuckled, before he hung 
up. 


Joe hung up and checked on Steve, who was stirring awake at this point. Steve stretched his arms and gazed 
at Joe for a minute with a chuckle. 


"I'm fine," Steve said. 


"I know, | was just going to wake you though," Joe replied. 
"Why?" 

'Sav's coming; he wants to take you out for coffee," Joe said 
"Ah!" Steve nodded. "Let me get dressed 


Joe only nodded as Steve wandered off to get ready for the day. He never usually turned Sav down so Joe 
wasn't surprised that he didn't this time either. 


Steve sipped his coffee and closed his eyes for a minute. He enjoyed the moment of silence and Sav seemed to 
know that. Sav was one of the few he didn't mind observing him the way he did. Sav was patient and he tended 
to be less forceful than Joe. 

"Steve..." 

"What did Joe want you to ask me?" Steve asked, knowingly. 

"He's that obvious, is he?" Sav chuckled. 

"Yes and plus | know ‘Ow Joe is," Steve replied. 

"Who doesn't?" he said. "Regardless, l'm not going to lecture you like he does Steve but | need you to tell me if 
your drug dealer has done anything other than what you said. | won't tell Joe if you don't want me to and l'm 

not going to pressure you if you don't want to answer." 

It was just molestation," Steve said in a hushed voice. "He didn't rape-" 

"| don't mean only sexual assault Steve; | mean in any way," Sav said 

Sav." Steve called, quietly. "I don't want to talk about this ‘ere, can we go somewhere else?" 

"Of course mate," Sav nodded. 


Steve didn't waste his time in exiting the shop, whereas Sav was a little less in a hurry. 


Sav didn't know where he was going but he did finally stop in the parking lot of a public park. Steve had told 
him to just drive but he didn't say where to go. 


"Steve..." 
"He owns a pistol you know," Steve interrupted. 
"What?" 


"He owns a gun," Steve repeated. "He's use it for his threats. | was buying me drugs from him a bit before 
Joe and | had our..disagreement. | came to him one night because | owed money. He asked if | wanted to buy 
more and | stated | was cleaning up. | insisted | wasn't going to mention any of those transactions but | needed 
to get me head straight. | said | wasn't coming back and that seemed to chase away other buyers who were 


there at the time. He didn't like that and he didn't trust me, and he had no problem voicing that factor." 
"Paranoid much?" Sav asked, scrunching his face. 


"Oh yeah, he really was. | turned to walk away and he hit me, hard, and it hurt. | fell and | only realized that he 
hit me with the gun after the fact. He would ‘ave beat me if it weren't for a copper who happened to walk by. 
We weren't that deep in the alley. The copper wasn't able to stop him from threatening me though but 
regardless, | left. | saw him again a few nights later and he was himself but he did say he was sorry. It was a 
bad week and it was just after Joe pulled me from that band. | mentioned that and he offered me drugs. | did 
hesitate to be fair but | eventually gave in and bought his drugs. Its awful really but it was nice to just shut 
off," Steve said, before pausing. 


"| see," Sav mused 


"That night he didn't touch me but a few nights later, | came back for more drugs. ! was a few pounds short 
but he gave me the drugs and he took his ‘payment’. He's not into men. am almost certain of that but he 
didn't seem to mind pinning me and touching me like that. He warned me to never tell and even opened his 
jacket to show off the gun. | didn't tell either and you would think that would stir me away," Steve said, and 
then laughed bitterly after he paused. "But no, not stupid me. | kept going for more drugs and he kept 
molesting me. It was so bloody embarrassing that | couldn't defend myself. It's almost a good thing that | stir 


more towards men because what woman would want a weak bastard like me?" 
"Steve..." 


"Anyway," Steve interrupted. "The night Joe and | had our ‘disagreement, | still had drugs and | used what | had 
that night, which means | went back to him the next night, only to get molested again. He had his fingers under 
me that night..l opened my eyes and asked him not to. He seemed annoyed and he kissed my neck. It felt so 
weird because other than Joe, nobody had ever touched me like that before. He started pressing his finger and 
| swore he would go all the way but he didn’t; just like that he pulled his hand away and said consider that a 
warning. | cursed him out and later he beat me pretty good, yet | still bought drugs from him. The night Joe 
got me from him, I'm almost certain he would ‘ave gone all the way that night if it weren't for Joe. How did | 
let that happen mate? Why did | let that happen? Gods! Joe deserves something more than..this. I'm just a 
challenge though, right? That's why he stays, right? If not, why does he stay?" 


Steve moved his hand up and down his body as he finished that last part of his sentence. He snickered and 
even began laughing a little bit but it was a bitter laugh, almost something someone would do if they were in 


disbelief. 
"He didn't rape me Sav, but he would ‘ave," Steve said, finally finishing off. 


‘lm sorry you went through that mate but I'm glad Joe got to you before he could rape you. You need to 
stop being so hard on yourself Steve. You'd be surprised at ‘Ow many men would probably be in the same 
position while on drugs. | can't blame you for feeling what you do but | ‘ave to say, you're way too hard on 
yourself. Shite happens Steve and sometimes it is embarrassing shite, and downright awful shite. You ‘ave to 
get on though, one step at a time. As for Joe, the bloke loves you more than you'll ever know. Okay, so you're 
a challenge and he even says that but he's fallen for you, Steve. Sometimes he's too proud to say it but 
sometimes he does say it. Let me ask you this..do you love him and do you trust him?" Sav replied. 


Steve mused over Sav's words for a minute before he responded. "I do love him and that's what scares me. | 
do trust him or most of the time | do..! just question his motives sometimes with certain things but overall | 


do trust him, and again, that's also what scares me." 


Sav nodded and let Steve have a moment with his thoughts, before he finally drove him back to his flat with 
Joe. Joe glanced up when the door opened and Steve walked past him, stating he needed some tea. Joe furrowed 
his brows and turned his gaze to Sav. 


"His self-esteem is shite," Sav said, bluntly. 

"No kidding!" Joe snickered. 

"Is obvious, yes, but Joe, things that normally wouldn't bother him do now," Sav said. 

"What are you talking about?" Joe frowned. 

"For one, you call him a challenge and normally he'd use it against you but right now, his mind is fragile. He's 
starting to take it literally; almost as if that's all he is. That's only one example," Sav said. "He loves you Joe 
and he trusts you, sometimes. He wasn't raped he says and | believe him, but he was molested on multiple 
occasions, beaten, and he believes if you hadn't rescued him, he would ‘ave been raped that night. Joe, I'm not 
telling you to restrict yourself with your relationship but | am warning you about his state of mind. While he 
doesn't appear to be suicidal right now, he's on a thin line," Sav explained. 


"Noted!" Joe frowned, and glanced toward the kitchen. 


"| need to get back, | ‘ave an article to work on," Sav said and glanced toward the kitchen too. "I'll call you later 


Steve." 


"All right, see ya Sav," Steve called out. 


Once Sav left, Joe joined Steve in the kitchen to find him leaning over the counter with his tea. He drummed 


his fingernails against the hard surface. 

"You could ‘ave asked me those questions yourself," Steve said, quietly. 

"You wouldn't ‘ave told me. You're feeling shame and hurt so you wouldn't ‘ave told me. Sav and Viv are your 
best friends, and they approach you differently so you're more willing to talk to them. You've closed up on 
me," Joe replied. 


"| can't really ‘elp it," Steve sighed. "I'm still tired; | want to sleep." 


Steve brushed past Joe and made his way to the bedroom. Joe didn't wait long to follow him and when he 


reached the bedroom, Steve had already changed into more comfortable clothing. 

"Steve, | shouldn't ‘ave pushed you," Joe said. 

"What are you talking about?" Steve asked, quietly. 

| pushed too much last night, but it irked me that you thought of him," Joe said. 

"Joe, | didn't mean to-" 

"Steve, | wasn't criticizing you or blaming you. | blame the bastard and | blame your father since that bigot is 
a part of the problem. l'm just saying | couldn't take a damn drug dealer who took advantage of you coming 
first To your mind. | needed you to see me and remember me," Joe admitted. 

It was selfish although he didn't outright say that. Of course he loved Steve but he supposed he did do it 
more for his ego. A part of him hated himself for that but the other part justified it and said it was 
supposed be that way. 

| do see you Joe," Steve sighed. "I just-I just can't get over it" 

"| don't expect you to, but | just want you to see me ahead of him," Joe said. 

Steve sighed again and moved against Joe. Joe wrapped his arms around Steve and held him gently. Steve did 
break away from him though and turned in time to see himself in the mirror hanging up. He frowned and 
looked down, but quickly looked back up. 


"See me Stevie," Joe said, quietly. "I'm behind you..see me, not him." 


Steve gazed at the mirror for a bit longer before he nodded slowly and with a sigh, he finally turned away. 


Promises 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter slows down a little bit. Sorry if it bores. Sometimes a slow down is needed though and | felt it 
was needed. Some parts might be touchy for some. Forgive any mistakes you may find; | do check over my 


work but sometimes | miss one thing or another. 


The next day, Steve walked in Phil's pub through the back but he didn't dare go out to the bar area. He 
remained in the backroom because there was too much temptation out there. He needed a moment anyway; 
seeing as he had just returned from an appointment with his psychiatrist and it wasn't the easiest appointment 
ever. 


"Stevie?" Joe called from the door. 


Steve looked up. "Oh ‘ey love, | just thought it was best | didn't go out there. Too much temptation and right 


now, its a little hard to resist more than one glass." 


Joe nodded and sat down next to him, but said nothing for the moment. Steve didn't say anything but he really 
didn't have to. Joe knew he was feeling a little bit insecure and perhaps a bit left out. 


"Stevie?" Joe called. 

"Hm?" Steve answered, looking up finally. 

"You'll get better love, l'm sure of it but | ‘ave one demand," Joe said. 
"What?" Steve asked, furrowing his brows. 

"Don't contact your father," Joe said 

"Joe, 2" 


"No Steve, just don't. Your self-esteem was getting better there for a while and then shite happened and your 
bastard of a father made it worse. Don't," Joe interrupted. 


Steve's expression lightened some and he finally nodded. "I'll try not to." 


"Steve, what is this hold he has over you?" 


"Blood," Steve replied. "He's me blood-relative; he's me father and he hammered his authority into me head no 


matter ‘Ow much shite he put me through, mentally." 


Joe nodded, idly. "I get it Steve, really | do, but that's done with. | want you to leave him be; don't talk to him, 
don't see him, and try not to even think about him." 


Steve sighed. "Okay, I'll try but I'll need your help. | want you to erase his number everywhere. Just get rid of 
it all" 


"Will do," Joe nodded. 


Nothing else was said about his father for the rest of the night. 


Steve didn't mention his psychiatrist appointment the next two weeks but he seemed to distance himself from 
any conversations about it. Joe assumed he was having a hard time talking about it and that didn't surprise 


him. 

Steve sat in the car, leaning back against the passenger's seat, while waiting for Joe. He closed his eyes and 
enjoyed his cigarette with the door open There was a lot of chatter outside and somehow that eased his mind. 
He was a bit uneasy being at Phil's club but he supposed he was making progress since he decided to wait in 
the car. 

"Steve?" A voice called. 

Steve opened his eyes and he swore his heart skipped a beat. He was lucky he didn't drop his cigarette and 
light the whole place on fire. A few feet away, his former drug dealer stood there with a smirk across his 
face. 

"l'm clean lad, find another buyer," Steve said. 


"Steve, you owe me.." 


"No | don't," Steve snapped out of nowhere. "I paid you every dime | owed you and not to mention, you had no 


problem taking your ‘payment once again in other ways." 
"Steve..." 


Steve wasn't hearing any of it though; in fact, he was already grabbing the door handle to shut it. The only 
thing that stopped him was the dealer grabbing the door. 


"Go to 'ell," Steve snapped. 


Joe walked out of the club at that point and frowned at the sight. Vivian turned and glanced over to see what 


Joe was frowning at, and repeated that action. 
"Ey, sir," Viv called out to the officer. 


The dealer quickly looked over and took off running as the copper followed after him. Joe rushed for Steve and 
knelt down in front of him as he placed a hand against his leg. 


"Are you all right?" Joe asked, brushing his hand through Steve's hair. 
‘| am," Steve nodded, slowly. "No really, | am. | defended myself but-" 
"But what?" Joe frowned, as Vivian stepped up behind 


"I just don't want to be around him. It may have appeared | was strong but inside, | was panicked. I'm not 


drugged up but | was still panicked and even..fearfull" 
‘Its okay Steve, its working progress love," Joe nodded, and stood up. 
Steve glanced up and received a nod from Vivian too. Despite Joe insisting to leave, Steve opted to stay until he 


knew for sure that the cops got the man. Luckily the former dealer had drugs on him and a gun, which was 


illegal, and he was arrested on charges. 


Steve and Joe did eventually return home, and Steve's fingers were tangled with Joe's fingers. He rubbed Joe's 
fingers and eventually tightened his hold on Joe's hand. After a while, Joe tightened his hold as well and 
squeezed Steve's hand gently. 

"You should be resting," Steve said, softly. 

"| was for a while," Joe replied. 

"I didn't mean to wake you," Steve said. 

"Its fine, | would have woken up anyway," Joe replied. "Can't sleep?" 


Steve shook his head. "No; insomnia" 


"Ah," Joe nodded. "You did well today Stevie. You defended yourself even though you were fearful." 


Steve felt as if he were a child but honestly, it did feel good to hear that, especially from Joe. He knew he was 
fighting a long, drawn out, painful battle and he needed all the encouragement he could get. 


"I just knew | couldn't take it if he..you know," Steve replied. "I couldn't take it or him. I'm not his for taking and 
l'm not some ‘payment plan’ that can be accessed anytime he pleases." 


"Exactly!" Joe nodded. "You're not.” 
‘lm already ‘aving trouble dealing with my insecurity issues and the fact that it happened at all so | don't need 
him making it worse. | just don't want to be touched by anyone," Steve said, and then lowered his voice. "Unless 


it's you and even then, | ‘ave a hard time but at least it's you; someone | can trust." 


Joe smirked in retort and in a sense, he was glad Steve couldn't see him smirking. Steve did know better 


though and he figured Joe had a smug expression across his face or he was smirking. 
"Cocky bastard," Steve chuckled. 

"Ey, you know me," Joe murmured. 

"Yes, | do," Steve nodded. 

"But | know you too Stevie," Joe replied. "I know you." 

"Yes..you do," Steve whispered. 


Joe's hold on his hand tightened again and he signed contently as Joe shifted closer. He pulled the blankets 


closer and pulled Steve as close as he could get him. 


The next night was the first night Steve walked into Phil's club again. He felt awkward being there, especially 


since he didn't see Joe anywhere within view and not to mention, someone was in for Vivian. 

"Ey bartender, get me a glass of water and a margarita," Steve said. 

"Comin’ right up," the bartender nodded. 

Steve waited patiently for the drinks and chose to sip the water first. He almost predicted how Joe would 


react when he saw him with a drink and the minute Joe came out from the backroom, he frowned. Steve knew 


he would but he said nothing to the fact. 


"Steve." Joe breathed 
"What?" Steve responded. 
"You're drinking again? | though-" 


"This is my first drink in a long time and you can get a whiff of my breath if you don't believe me. It's one 
drink Joe," Steve said. 


It always starts with one drink," Joe replied 


"| know you don't trust me when it comes to this, none of you do, and you ‘ave every right. | wouldn't trust 


me either but just this once, give me a little faith. Just once," Steve interrupted 
Joe frowned but said nothing and let Steve enjoy his drink. Steve closed his eyes and after a minute, he 
frowned at the bothersome thoughts roaming his mind. Joe seemed to notice how he became tenser and 


immediately stepped up next To him. 


"Whatever is hurting you, stop thinking about it. Its either there for that purpose or it's wrong. Stop torturing 
yourself Steve," Joe said. 


Steve's expression lightened a little bit. "Why?" 


"Cause honestly, it hurts to see you in this much pain and not just because of this bloody challenge. | know 


exactly what you're thinking and its rubbish," Joe responded. 

Steve opened his eyes slowly. "I'm a lost cause, aren't |?" 

"No, you're just a tough cause," Joe said. 

Steve chuckled "You like a good challenge." 

"I do," Joe smirked, but lowered his voice so Steve was the only one to hear. "But | love you." 


Steve glanced up and smiled, but just barely. "| swear, just one drink and if | start going too crazy, you can 


drag my arse out of this club." 


Joe only nodded and like promised, Steve had one drink and opted for water or club soda the rest of the night. 


Scar 
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Steve gazed at the ceiling and drummed his nails on his knees. Luckily James, his psychiatrist, was a patient 
man and allowed him to sit in silence for as long as he need. These appointments didn't seem to be getting any 
easier for him like it did last time. This was a different time though and a lot has happened in the last two 


years. 
‘lm sorry, I'm not meaning to waste your time," Steve said, quietly. 
"Steve, you don't need to apologize. You take all the time you need," James replied. 


‘Oh, sor-l'm just used to apologizing for everything. My dad always made me apologize for everything he 


considered was a mistake on my part," Steve said. 


"| understand Steve and that's not an easy habit to break, especially from a blood relative and your dad 
nonetheless but l'm not your dad. He was wrong sometimes too though, despite what he may ‘ave believed. | 


remember he was a problem last time too," James replied 
Steve nodded, idly. "Yeah, he was and he-I-| don't know." 
"Steve, you can say anything that is on your mind. Nothing you say will get back to him," James said, softly. 


"Well." Steve started, and finally looked at James. "I don't understand. | really don't understand what | did to 

make him so ashamed and so hard on me. He was a little bit hard on me brothers but not nearly as hard as 
he was on me. | did everything he asked of me; | did everything | could to make him proud but it was never 
enough. | was never enough, never good enough and he made sure | knew that in his own way. Why did he do 


that? Even after he left bruises on me, he seemed sympathetic but over time, he somehow turned it on me. 


Why did he do that to me? Why did he hurt me? Why didn't he care? Why?" 


"Steve, | can't answer those questions because I'm not him. That being said, he sounds like the kind of man who 
can never accept blame for anything. Everything is always somehow someone else's fault and nothing is ever 


his fault in his mind. Let me ask you this, is he hard on himself or does he think he's above everyone else?" 


"You described it perfectly, nothing is ever is his fault and any failure is somehow turned to someone else's 


failures. He's above everyone else in his eyes and he never fails to mention his successes and is always 


disappointed when someone can't meet his high standards. It's hurtful because he degrades me so much," Steve 
sighed. "To be fair, he has worked a lot and he has accomplished but he makes it out to be I'll never be as 
good as him..god | shouldn't degrade me dad, | mean he's my only dad. Maybe l'm bias because l'm bitter." 


"Steve, | wouldn't say you're too bias because you did acknowledge his accomplishments. You may be a little 
bitter but perhaps it is with right reason." 


"Does he ‘ave a mental disorder then? Do those traits fit a mental disorder?" Steve asked, interrupting. 


"This kind of behavior isn't always due to mental illness and | want to say that before | continue on However, 
sometimes it is and if he does ‘ave anything, it sounds like itd be narcissistic disorder or borderline disorder. 
Again, l'm not diagnosing him and I'm not stating this behavior is always due to illness but it could very well be. 
You don't ‘ave to keep defending him Steve and you don't ‘ave to make excuses for him. On another note but 


the same subject, you didn't do anything wrong Steve." 
"Then why does he look at me with hatred or annoyance? Why does he treat me so poorly?" Steve interrupted. 


"| cannot answer that for certain but Steve, in my experience, part of it is because he seems himself as high 
and mighty, therefore certain things he looks down on. He sounds very judging and because of that, any little 
thing that he doesn't approve of sets him off. Did you know your grandfather? He may ‘ave been treated the 


same," James said. 


"| met me grandpa when | was little but he died during me teenage years," Steve replied "He was always 


pleasant with me but now that you mention it, da and he did argue a lot from what | can remember." 


"Perhaps he had a strained relationship with his own dad. | want you to know I'm not making excuses for him 
but | am trying to understand his mindset. There is no good excuse for the way he treated you however and 
no matter what the reason is, it's not good enough. l'm also guessing he was insecure himself; you'd be 


surprised how insecure people can act. They do lash out sometimes," James explained. 

"Maybe," Steve mused. "Yeah, maybe." 

| want you to try something and | know it will be hard for you. You seem to get worse when he's around 
though and | want you to try and stay away from him. | know he's your father Steve but he's making your 
recovery difficult," James said. 

"Joe wants that too," Steve nodded. "| said | would but-" 


"But what?" James asked. 


"| did talk to my brother," Steve replied, and looked down before looking up. "So | could tell him to explain to me 
dad that | didn't want to see him anymore and | wanted dad to know | was disowning him." 


"Well at least you didn't directly speak to your father but did your brother ever give you a response?" James 
asked. 


"He said me dad was a little shocked and he seemed remorseful but then he became bitter and call me an 


ungrateful arse hole. I'm not surprised,” Steve frowned. 
"Then you made the right call Steve," James said, softly, 
"Maybe | did," Steve nodded, and brushed his hands over his arms. "I don't want to talk about him anymore." 


"He made you feel bad Steve and | think you did the right thing; however we will change the subject. Now let's 
talk about how you're doing since leaving rehab and working on your recovery from the sexual abuse," James 


said, noticing how Steve winced at that. "I hear your dealer was arrested" 


"Yeah, he was," Steve said, quietly. "He got a fairly lengthy sentence too. He owned some illegal guns and a lot 


of them. Plus all the drugs they found on him. | felt so relieved | wouldn't ‘ave to fear him anymore." 


| can't blame you Stephen, he did horrible things to you and Steve while you did make some mistakes, it wasn't 
your fault and you didn't deserve that. So don't be so hard on yourself; is anyone perfect? No, nobody is, we 
all make mistakes. It doesn't mean we deserve to be degraded in that way," James said, softly. "Now you 


always referred to him as your dealer, do you know his name?" 


Steve nodded and looked up. "Jack was his name. He had a brother named Billy and | only bring him up because | 
remember him; | met him once while buying drugs. Billy was the lesser of the evils; he showed up while | was 
being..well, while | was forced into that position and he attempted to stop Jack but stopped when his brother 
snapped at him. He could be mean though and he loved his brother." 


"Did he abuse you too?" James asked. 
"No, gods no.." Steve frowned. "But he thought about it or, well, | guess it could be considered abuse. He kissed 
him when | was half conscious but he stopped despite the anger from his brother. | remember him saying ‘it 


wasn't right. He never did anything else though." 


"Yes, | would say that is still sexual harassment but it appears he has more of a conscience than his brother 


did," James said. 
"Yeah," Steve nodded, and looked down. 


The conversation continued as Steve felt himself retracting more now than ever despite opening up there for a 


while. 


Joe sat on Phil's couch, playing a guitar while Viv sat, idly, listening to Joe playing. Sav was making coffee and 
Phil sat on the ground with his notebook. Rick merely sat back against the chair. They were all kind of waiting 


for Steve since he would supposed to show up after his appointment. 


"Ey ‘Ow has Steve's therapy been so far? He doesn't talk much about his appointments," Phil said, attempting 


to make conversation 

"Well he's keeping at it," Joe replied. "He's stayed off drugs really well and he has a drink here and there but 
he's been good about controlling it. | told him don't do it if its going to make it hard on you and he refrains 
from drinking most of the time. He's given me full control of the decisions and when | tell him to stop, he does. 
That being said-" 

"What?" Sav asked, entering the lounge as Rick looked up. 

"| don't want control of him forever, | want him to be able to control it himself," Joe finished his last sentence. 


"He'll learn Joe, especially since he finally disowned his dad," Viv said, softly. "Give it time mate." 


"Yes, it's a working progress but | noticed you two are more intimate lately and you seem more..in tune with 


his emotions. Not that you ever weren't, mind you but you seem to express more lately," Sav said 
Joe snickered, "Gods, | hate being obvious..but he needs that right now. He needs to know ‘Ow much | lo~" 
As usual, Joe trailed off but they got the gist of what he was saying, 

"| think he does realize it now," Sav nodded, 


"I think so too," Joe said. "There is another reason for the ‘intimacy’ as you say. His nightmares are still going 
and they don't seem to be easing up. It kinda bothers me." 


"That's understandable," Sav nodded. 


"Yeah, see, he's not sleeping too well and recently he went for an interview for a job, though | don't know what 


he's working for right now. It's not good if he doesn't sleep," Joe said, frowning, 

"You're right" Viv frowned too. ‘Maybe he should talk to his physician" 

"| said that too and he said he would," Joe sighed. 

Before anyone else could say anything, there was a light knock at the door. Joe set his guitar down as Sav 


opened the door to find Steve standing there, and invited him in. Joe stood slowly as Steve walked right for him 


and latched onto him. Joe slowly wrapped his arms around him and held him a minute before he backed up. 


"Sorry mates," Steve said, finally smiling a bit. "It wasn't the easiest appointment today. 
"You dont need to apologize Steve, we understand," Rick said, softly. 

"Are you okay?" Joe asked, quietly. 

"Yeah," Steve nodded, and sat down 


"Hey Steve?" Sav said, opting to change the subject. "Joe tells us you went for a job interview, what did you go 


for?" 
"Oh yeah, | almost forgot,” Steve said, suddenly turning to face his friends. "Photography." 
"What?" Joe asked, cocking a brow. 


"Yeah, concert photography. | want to be a photographer for music bands so | can still somehow be involved 


with music in some way without directly playing," Steve said. 

‘Is there a reason you don't want to play anymore?" Rick asked. 

‘It always ends badly," Steve sighed. "It's just best not to keep pushing for something | obviously can't handle." 
Joe nodded. "If you're sure..." 

‘| am," Steve replied. "Maybe at some point, | could be your guys’ photographer if you go back to the band." 


Joe smirked in response and nodded. He decided to let Steve do what he chose to do. 


Action 
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It was another day, another appointment, but the same surroundings. James was as patient as always and 
Steve was quiet at first like always. He didn't warm up to these appointments like before but of course, the 
issues ran deeper this time around. Progress was being made though and he did seem to be slowly moving 
forward. 

"Joe left Today," Steve said, finally deciding to speak. 

"Left? Where did he go?" James asked. 


"He's a journalist, | think | mentioned that. He's traveling for an article and he'll be gone for two days," Steve 
replied 


"Ah! | see and yes you have mentioned that. Does that upset you?" James asked. 

"It doesn't upset me but it makes me a little antsy," Steve replied. "This will be the first time we're apart for 
any extended amount of time since coming out of rehab. | told him | didn't want to be alone though so he said 
he could invite Vivian or Phil. Sav is with his parents right now so he's not available either." 


"What did you decide if you don't mind me asking?" James asked. 


"Both," Steve answered, simply. "Phil said he'd crash on the couch and Vivian is taking the office room. There's 
a daybed there" 


"That's very generous that they agreed to that," James said. 


"They're really good friends, Sav too, and that's what it irks me when | think about everything | put Joe and all 
of them through. | put them through so much yet they remained loyal," Steve nodded. 


"They love you Steve and that's okay. You have to learn to forgive yourself," James said. "So you had a relapse 


but you're doing remarkably well in your recovery process." 
"I know, | just hope | can keep at it. | don't want to fail again," Steve sighed "Do you think I'll relapse again?" 


"As long as you continue to remember how much you want to stay clean and keep your determination up, | 


don't think so. You fully realize how much it put everyone through and you're remorseful about it," James 


replied 


Steve nodded and looked down at his fingers. 


At some point, the appointment ended and Steve went back to the flat where Phil and Viv were waiting for him. 
Steve looked up and smiled as he shut the door. 


"Ey Steve, ‘Ow are you feeling?" Phil asked. 
"Conflicted but today's appointment was a bit easier," Steve nodded, 
"That's good love, real good," Phil replied. 


Steve nodded and excused himself to the bedroom before he changed and returned. He carried a little bit of 


conversation but ended up dozing off as Phil began making supper. 

"He's ‘aving another nightmare," Phil frowned and nodded his head toward Steve. 

Steve clutched onto the arms of the recliner as his breath hitched and he curled his knees against his chest. 
He cried out when Viv touched his shoulder and moved his right hand in front of his face while the left hand 
pushed against Viv's shoulder. 

"Stop! Please!" Steve cried out. 

"Steve, calm down, it's Vivian," Viv said, softly. 

Steve blinked a few times and looked around the room, before he slowly nodded and dropped his hands in front 
of him. He felt a little embarrassed since that was the first time he actually cried out like that from a 
nightmare. 

"I'm so sorry Vivian," Steve said, softly. 


"You don't need to be," Vivian replied. "H's okay." 


Steve nodded slowly and smiled softly, 


The few days Joe was gone seemed to be moving so slow but finally Joe did return home and the minute he 
walked in, Steve latched onto him. Joe kissed him repeatedly before he let him wander off to the kitchen. He 
looked between Phil and Viv. 

"His nightmares were really bad while you were gone," Phil said. 


Viv nodded. "Phil and | took turns laying in the room with him." 


"Did any of you get intimate?" Joe asked, although he wouldn't have been mad either way, but at the moment 


they were exclusive and seeing as Steve was vulnerable, he wanted to know. 


"We did nothing mate, he didn't want to be touched and even if he did, | wouldn't ‘ave anyway,” Viv replied, and 
Joe expected a reply like that. Viv was rather traditional. 


"Yeah, he was touchy and he let himself be held but that was as close as he would allow," Phil nodded. 


Joe nodded and glanced toward the kitchen as Steve walked out with tea for everyone. He waited a minute 


before he assisted Steve to the bedroom and pulled him against his chest 
"Next time, I'll take you with me," Joe said, quietly. 

"Wha-" 

"They told me your nightmares got terrible," Joe interrupted 


Steve said nothing at first but he did tighten his hold on Joe and once again, he looked away from the mirror 


on the wall 

"Im trying Joe but I'm ‘aving a hard time with these nightmares," Steve said, quietly. 

"| know, l'm ‘ere for you," Joe replied and then smiled slightly. "Just don't try to retract” 
"Then don't try fo concur," Steve said with a tint of amusement 


That was sort of their thing to say now. Sure it was partially true but it was their thing. 


Steve walked around the club with the camera and snapped shots here and there of the band playing. He had 
finished his class in photography and the magazine he was hired for began paying him for his photographs. 
However the minute Ded Flatbird came on, Steve began snapping photos from different angles. He forced his 
way to the front of the stage and smirked, only to receive a smirk in return. When Joe pointed at him and 


yelled into the mic, Steve snapped a shot. He couldn't help but notice that Vivian seemed as if he weren't 
feeling well. 


"Watch out for the rock brigade," Joe sang. 

"Rock Brigade.." The guys sang in chorus. 

"Oh no, it's the rock brigade," Joe continued singing. "Look out for the rock brigade..leading you away..away.” 
The band finished up their performance but before they could go off stage, Viv hissed and winced in pain 
Steve frowned when he heard another photographer mutter to his friend that it was probably alcohol and 
drugs affecting him. Viv seemed to hear that too and frowned in response. 

"Steve." Viv called. 

Steve turned his attention toward Vivian. "You need to go Vivian" 

"Snap the shot," Viv said. 

"Are you-" 

"l'm sure, snap the shot," Viv said, as Joe nodded in response as he moved over so Viv could lean on him. 
Steve hesitated but ultimately snapped the shot and continued doing so as Viv was helped off stage. Steve 
pushed his way through the crowds and smirked back at the other photographer when he asked why Steve 
was allowed the shot and not him. 

| got the shot because I'm better at me job lad," Steve smirked. 

He turned and made his way backstage, ignoring the insults from the ‘rival photographer. To be fair, they 
weren't exactly rivals but they were in the same career fighting for the same shot; it was like a competition 
Let the best man win. 


"Vivian," Steve called as he walked backstage. "Are you alright?" 


"l'Il be okay, its not nearly as bad as a few months ago. It hits suddenly sometimes," Viv said with a slight 
smile though Steve didn't miss the winces. 


"| don't want to publish these photos," Steve said. "I know you told me to take the shot but | don't want to use 
them." 


"Steve?" Viv breathed. "I told you to take the shot because | wanted you to ‘ave the photo over the other 
photographers. | wanted you to tell the truth because what it seems like to me is that they'll make a story 


out of it and make me out to be a drug user and alcoholic." 

‘It seemed that way," Steve said, softly. 

‘| want you to take another shot ‘ere and tell the truth,” Viv said. 

"But I'm just a photographer, I'm not a writer," Steve replied, worriedly. 

"Steve, will you write this once?" Viv asked. 

Steve glanced at Joe who nodded. "You will check over my work, won't you Joe?" 

"Of course love," Joe nodded, again. 

Steve nodded, too. "Okay, I'll write this once." 

Vivian smiled slightly and nodded before looking down as Steve snapped a few shots of him. 

A few days later, Steve had the article published with the photos, after Joe checked over his work. He called 


the article ‘Inspiring Guitarist soldiers on in rock band and wrote about Vivian's cancer before any other 


photographer could sell his photos with a false story. 


Energized 
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Steve found himself at the park, looking through his photos. He took a lot of nice shots but cursed when he 
came across a few poor quality shots. Steve glanced up from the bench and frowned when he heard his name 
called. He saw none other than Pete Willis and stood slowly, holding his hands up. 


"l'm not ‘ere for trouble Steve, | just want to talk," Pete said. 
"Okay," Steve said, hesitantly. 


"Still hesitant, ehy?" Pete snickered. "| can't blame you, really | can't. | just wanted to apologize for the past and 
for some of the things | did while | was drunk" 


"That was-" 


"Wait! Let me finish mate," Pete said with a slight smile. "After that night that |..uhh..assaulted you, it snapped 
me out of that stupid stage | was in It helped me realize | had a problem and | didn't want to be the kind of 
person who assaults others. | went in and out of rehab but now l'm in again and | finally am sticking to it. Its 
still a long road but I'm making progress and | just want to say I'm sorry but | also want to thank you and Joe 


even for unintentionally helping me." 

"Mate." Steve paused, and then spoke softly. "The past is already forgotten" 

Pete hugged him suddenly and Steve slowly hugged back, before Pete backed up with a light smile and walked 
away. Steve watched him for a moment but turned when he heard his name. Joe was quickly walking up with a 
frown with Vivian quickly following and glancing back and forth from Steve and Pete. 

"Are you alright?" Joe asked. "He didn't-" 

"No Joe, he actually apologized for the past," Steve interrupted. 

"Really?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 

"Yes, he apologized and said he realized he was an alcoholic after that night and didn't want to be the kind of 


person who hurts others. He was going back and forth but now he's finally sticking to rehab. He thanked me 
and even thanked you for unintentionally helping him," Steve explained, handing Joe his photographs. 


Joe took the photos. "I'm surprised but glad." 
"Me too," Steve nodded. 


Joe handed five photos back first. "I can see what | can do with those but | can't imagine you'll make much off 
them. The rest are good though." 


"I know, some shots didn't come out as nicely as | would ‘ave liked," Steve said, as Joe handed the remaining 


photos back. 
"You did well though," Joe said, nodding. 


"Yeah," Vivian nodded. "| mean I'm not a journalist mate, nor am | a photographer but in my opinion you did do 


well." 


Steve smiled a bit and nodded before heading for the car. Vivian and Joe slowly followed after him as he 
secretly smiled as he listened to them talk about him. 


"He's doing good right?" Viv asked. 

"He's doing really well," Joe said. "He still has nightmares, often in fact, but even then he's staying determined. 
Now his self-esteem is still a working progress but | can't expect him to get better all at once. He's back to 
his sarcastic smart-arse self." 


"l'm glad," Viv nodded with a smile. 


"So am |, | feared for his-" Joe started but trailed off like he usually would with uncomfortable subjects, or 
subjects he didn't want to talk about. "Doesn't matter, he's alive and getting better." 


"Exactly!" 


Joe said nothing else about it. 


Steve walked in late that night or early that morning, depending on the point of view. Joe glanced up as he 
closed his folder and Steve looked tired. 


"Busy night?" Joe asked, setting the folder down. 


"Yes," Steve sighed, as he plopped down on the sofa "After the magazine company called, | went over there 


obviously and we discussed price. After some negotiating, we finally agreed on a price. | stayed there while one 
of their editors went over the article with me. | was there for hours but | do like the finished product." 


‘lm glad; | took the liberty of using the remaining photos," Joe said 


Fine with me, that's what | gave them to you for," Steve nodded, pulling out a few bills. "Here's my share of 
the bills." 


"Don't worry about it Stevie." 

"No Joe, | don't want to be a freeloader, especially now that l'm making money. Please take it," Steve said. 
Joe sighed as Steve set the money on the table. "Steve" 

‘Its not all | made so | still have some money love, besides | forgot to tell you the best news," Steve said, as 
Joe raised a brow. "They decided to promote my position. | was already the photographer for their magazine 
but it was kind of a test shot. Now they've made it permanent and | accepted their proposal for higher pay. 
Now | do what shots they want but | also get a free range of what | want to do." 

"That's great Stevie," Joe smiled a little but then smirked. "See | was right about you. | knew you could do it” 
"| did it because of you," Steve said. 

"Oh please love." 

"No really Joe, you saw me, | was ready to give up. | said | wanted to die but you didn't give up on me. You 
pushed me forward, which prompted me to try again and get this job," Steve snickered, but lightened his 


expression. "I'm your challenge and you didn’t quit.” 


‘Of course, | never quit a challenge," he smirked, but lowered his voice. "But that's not the only reason | 
pushed you." 


"I know, you love me," Steve replied, glancing down. 

"Yes, | do," Joe said, quietly. 

‘| love you too," Steve replied, as Joe moved next to him but remained on the ground. 

"| said something to you some time ago," Joe said, rubbing his ring. "When it's made legal, we'll make it legal.” 
Steve smiled, slightly. "I look forward to it" 


Joe pushed upward and kissed Steve's lips. 


Sav glanced upward when he heard Phil call his name and frowned at the look on Phil's face. He set his book 


down and stood up slowly. 
"What's wrong?” He asked, calmly. 


"| need to travel across Town to see me mum and dad, | just wondered if you wanted to come. My mum is in 


the hospital, she's really sick," Phil replied, attempting to keep his breath even and succeeding. 

Sav's frown deepened. "Of course I'll come with you. Let me post notice to my editor.” 

Phil only nodded as Sav did call his editor and then he called Steve, and warned him of the news. He hung up 
and began packing two suitcases; one with his clothes and there other with necessities and even some 
newspapers. At some point, he heard the door and moved to answer it but noticed Phil had already done so. 
Joe stood there with Steve and abruptly hugged Phil. Steve glanced at Phil and then at Sav, who nodded his 
head. Steve pat Phil's back and hurried into the bedroom with Sav. 

| don't know ‘Ow long we'll be gone but we'll be back ASAP!" Sav said. 

Steve nodded. "Don't worry about it mate; take all the time you need" 

"Thanks love," Sav nodded. "Before | go, you feeling okay this morning?" 

"Yeah, why?" 

"You look tired," Sav said, softly. "| mean no disrespect." 


| know Sav," Steve chuckled. "I am tired, | was up most of the morning at my editor's office. | got a 


promotion" 
"That's great Steve; | know ‘Ow hard you've been working, you deserve it," Sav said. 
"Thanks mate," Steve smiled. 


They hugged once more and then Steve hugged Phil before he left with Joe. 


Now, right Now 
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Phil sat in the basement that he remembered was his favorite place to be when he was younger. He had gone 
to and from the hospital all day but finally he was sitting at his old place. He was tired and he didn't know how 
to react to all of this. 


"Phil, do you want to get some rest?" Sav asked. 
"| don't know," Phil said, quietly. 


"You know, your dad's at the hospital. If anything changes, he said he'd call the house," Sav said. "Maybe if you 
eat a little something and rest a bit, you'll feel better." 


Phil sighed and nodded as he stood up and moved to the kitchen without much of a word. Sav didn't mind 
though; he understood fully. 


Meanwhile, Steve gazed outside the store window and sighed. The store shut down when the riots stormed 
down the street. Everyone inside the store was allowed to stay in if they chose to but they were also given 
the choice to leave if they wanted to. Steve opted to stay but he made sure to call Joe and let him know. 


| can't believe this shite is happening again," Steve muttered. 


He glanced around and saw Vivian outside, which prompted his eyes to widen. Viv seemed to catch sight up him 


and rushed toward the door but noticed it was locked. 


"Sir," Steve called toward the owner with a worried expression. "Can you let my friend in please? | swear he's 


not trouble and he won't cause any commotion" 


The owner hesitated but ultimately nodded and let Vivian in before he shut the door again and locked it. Viv 
nodded to thank the man and rushed to Steve and hugged him. 


"Are you okay?" Viv asked. 


"Yeah," Steve nodded. "I'm okay." 
"Does Joe know where you are?" Viv asked. 
"The owner was gracious enough to let me use his phone so | could call Joe. He knows,” Steve nodded. 


"Good!" Viv nodded with a sigh. "It's hellish out there, we should make ourselves comfortable." 


Steve sighed and nodded as he settled back into his seat. Viv took a seat next to him. 


Joe paced back and forth until he finally sat down and waited for Steve to make it back The riots were bad no 
matter what but they made him especially antsy when Steve was out in them or even near them. That was 


mainly due to the fact that he was stabbed during a riot some time ago. 


He turned his gaze when he heard the door open and saw Steve and Viv walk in. He immediately stood up and 
pulled Steve to him, before glancing at Vivian. 


"Are you guys alright?" Joe asked. 


"Yeah, we're okay," Steve replied. "The shop owner was gracious enough to let us stay until the coast was 


clear. He even opened his door briefly to let Vivian enter." 
"| was extremely thankful for that," Viv nodded. 
Joe nodded in agreement and told Viv to stay the night since it was crazy outside. 


In the middle of the night, Steve woke from a nightmare and laid awake as Joe rubbed his fingers. He brushed 
Steve's hair from his face and kissed his shoulder. 


"What do you dream about?" Joe asked. 

"Different things,” Steve replied, quietly. 

"Don't close up on me now Steve," Joe frowned. 

"Shut up Joe, bloody bastard," Steve snickered. "I'm not closing up; its just not the most pleasant conversation" 
Joe smirked in response. "Yeah, well, I'll keep pushing you until you answer to my liking.’ 


"Go to ‘ell," Steve shot back. 


"Too late," Joe chuckled 


Steve chuckled as well but refrained from answering. He laid there for a while and enjoyed Joe's company 


despite the fact that the bastard got on his nerves. 

‘It's that same face..not my dad, for once, it hasn't been him for a while. | don't even know who it is, | dont 
recognize it but | see it. You ever see that painting called the scream by Edvard Munch? You know that 
painting where the character has his hands on his face and seems as if he's screaming. You remember right?" 
Steve replied. 

"Yeah, I've seen it," Joe said. 

"It wasn't that face but it made that expression and normally | wouldn't mind faces. Faces strike me as weird 
but | can usually drop it but this one bothered me. It was like the mouth stretched out and his eyes widened. 
It was screaming but it was like it was muted. Say you turn on the telly but press mute; that's what it's like. | 
was frozen in place and it hissed and called my name. | couldn't speak, | couldn't say anything..it screamed and | 
woke," Steve frowned. "It was like a horror flick" 

Joe frowned. "That's..disturbing." 

"Yes it is, it scares me Joe," Steve admitted, almost too silently. 

"Does it every say anything?" 

"Not usually but there was one time it said ‘I'll get you' but that was it. It scares me," Steve repeated. 

| can understand but ‘ave you told your psychiatrist?" Joe asked. 

"No," Steve said, quietly. "I didn't want to tell him, | wanted to tell you." 

"Steve, do you lucid dream?" 

"Sometimes," Steve nodded. 

"When you do, just think of one thing for me..think of the battle you're fighting.’ 

"What?" Steve frowned. 

"Think of the battle you're fighting and ‘Ow far you've come and how l'm always going to be ‘ere for you. Just 
think of ‘Ow far we've come," Joe said, softly. "Think of us, not just me, but us, all of us. You know, Phil, Sav, 


Vivian and |. Think ‘Ow we're behind him and l'm always behind you, nobody else can touch you or hurt you 


because l'm behind you." 


Steve nodded slowly and squeezed Joe's hand gently, but his lover tightened the squeeze. He whispered 


comforting words to him and allowed him to rest a bit. 
"I'm with you," Joe whispered. 


Steve had noticed Joe had become a little more affectionate since his addiction problems sufficed and since he 


recovered. He knew Joe was doing it for him; he knew Joe would normally be his sarcastic smart ass self. 
"Do | now?" Joe said. 
"| slipped again with my thoughts again, didn't |? Gods! | didn't mean to," Steve groaned. 


"You're still a little shite but yes, | do it for you. | do it because | want to too though Stevie," Joe said, and 


then snickered. "Like I'd ever do something | didn't want." 
"Yeah right," Steve chuckled. "| have a hard getting you to shut up sometimes when you don't want to." 
Joe smirked. "Quite right!" 


Steve rubbed Joe's fingers, only to receive the same affection from his lover. 


Phil walked in his flat and sighed inwardly as Sav walked straight for the kitchen. He returned with some coffee 


and Phil smiled as he accepted it graciously 

"| told you it would work out," Sav said, quietly. 

"Yeah, my parents are quite the fighters," Phil nodded 

"That they are," Sav nodded 

"| need to check on the club but right now, | just want to rest a bit” 
"Course," Sav nodded 


The two had a seat in the lounge. They'd call everyone later but they wanted some quality time without worry 


for a while. 


Coming Under Fire 


Author's Notes: 
This is the last chapter. Hope you like and forgive any mistakes | may have missed. Thank you to all my 
readers and especially thank you to Kate for always being supportive. 


Joe was the first out the door when he got word that Sav and Phil were back. Steve trailed behind while 
making sure he had everything he needed and wanted. Their trip to Phil and Sav's place was derailed by more 
rioting and they ended up hiding in the car. Steve cursed as Joe pulled a blanket over them and held Steve 
against them. 

| can't believe you left this in ‘ere," Steve griped. 

"Its a good thing, isn't it?" Joe replied 

"Well yeah, now, but | mean." Steve trailed off, though he didn't pull away from Joe. 

"What?" Joe smirked. "Do you remember the last time we used it?" 

"Yes, we were ‘aving sex," Steve answered, bluntly. 

"Quite right and you enjoyed it," Joe said, as his smirk widened. 

"So did you," Steve shot back. 

"Always," Joe chuckled. 

Steve smirked a little and waited until he thought it was safe. Joe wasted no time in making his way to the 


driver's seat as Steve peeked out the window and frowned as he saw all the damage the rioters left. He 


couldn't help but gasp as Joe sped off and headed for Phil and Sav's place. 


Sav was about to exit the kitchen when he heard a knock at the door. He sighed inwardly and opened the door, 


only for Joe and Steve to rush in. Sav frowned as he shut the door and turned to face them. 


"The riots are on and off," Joe said. 


"Yeah, it got bad out there for a while. We hid in Joe's vehicle under a blanket for a while," Steve nodded 
"Are you guys okay?" Phil asked, frowning, as he walked up. 

"Yeah, we're fine," Joe nodded 

"Why don't you guys stay ‘ere for a bit?" Sav sighed 

"We planned on it," Joe replied 

"Good! There's a second bedroom, you guys can use it if need to be," Sav nodded 


Joe only nodded in return and helped himself to the lounge area. Steve turned toward Sav and handed him his 


camera. Sav looked perplexed but he looked up to see an interesting expression across his face. 


"I took pictures out there and | know you write about a lot of different things. | just thought you could maybe 


use the photos," Steve explained. 

Sav nodded. "Thank you Steve, | will use them." 

Steve and Joe ended up staying the night with Phil and Sav. The next morning Sav went to develop the pictures, 
but he returned not long after and ended up in bed again. Steve groaned and sat up before moving back into 
Joe's grasp. Ok, so they did mess around with Phil and Sav last night but it wasn't something they did often. 
"You've come so far," Joe said, quietly. 


"What?" Steve asked. 


"You heard me, you've come so far," Joe replied. "You've been through a lot and yet you still bounced back 


Sometimes it took longer but you did it Steve; | knew you could do it" 

"You guys were probably the only ones who knew," Steve chuckled. 

"Maybe..maybe not but | said you were capable of doing it," Joe said, kissing against Steve's neck. 
"Well..you stayed with me, you never left," Steve replied. 

"Never love, never," Joe sighed, contently. 


It didn't take them long to get out of bed but once they did, they got dressed and met Vivian for coffee. They 


all sat around talking about Steve stayed quiet for a moment until Joe called his name. 


"What?" Steve answered. 


"Are you alright?" Joe asked. 


"Yes," Steve replied. "I ‘ave the best friends a man can ask for, a loyal lover, and a good career. Why wouldn't | 
be?" 


"You're quiet," Sav said. 
| was just thinking," Steve said. "I'm fine." 
"You're our friend Steve, of course," Vivian replied. 


Joe smirked and tangled his fingers with Steve's under the table. Steve pitched his opinion in the conversation 
and simply enjoyed the company. 


At the end of the night, Joe ended up back in the apartment with Steve and held him close. He held Steve and 
enjoyed the company of Sav, Phil, and Vivian. He had a blanket wrapped around Steve and him. Steve seemed to 
appreciate that and he made it known he liked the closeness. 

"You guys can stay the night if you want to," Steve said. 

"Yeah, | think we will," Phil nodded. 

Joe got up and helped them pull out blankets for the ground while telling Viv he could take the spare bedroom. 


None of them went straight to bed though, they all ended up tangled in the sheets and even Vivian 
participated. 


Vivian woke up the next morning and rubbed his head with a hiss. He glanced around the room as his eyes 


widened. He groaned as he realized he had made out with all of them at least once. 
"You didn't do anything Viv," Sav said, softly. "Other than kiss..a lot" 

"Thank Gods!" Viv sighed in relief. "Not that | would mind mate but | just..l-" 
"You're a traditionalist, | know, it's okay Vivian," Sav replied 


"Exactly!" Viv nodded. "| see nothing wrong with you guys messing around but for me..its just not my style." 


"We understand Vivian," Steve said, softly. 

"Yeah," Joe groaned, nodding. 

Vivian smiled slightly and nodded. "That being said, | see no reason to leave right now." 

Steve chuckled and nodded as he sat up, and sat back against the sofa. Once Joe sat up, Steve used his 
shoulder to lay his head against. He was thankful to have Joe and the guys; even when everything was coming 


under fire, they had each other. 


That's how it always was. 


